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***  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  he  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


THE  WOMAN  HATER 


SCENE  I. — Court-yard  of  a  Castle. — The  building 

half  in  ruins.  A  loud  knocking  is  heard  outside, 

i.  STORK  crosses  from  R. 

Frederick,  (without.)  Gate  !  gate  ! 

Sto.  Hallo — hallo  !  What’s  all  this  cannonade  ? 
Is  it  a  courier  fi-om  Vienna,  or  an  arch-duke 
benighted?  Well,  upon  my  word,  an  easy  gentle¬ 
man  !  He’s  thrown  his  cloak  into  the  lodge,  turn’d 
his  horse  into  the  yard,  and  now  strides  along  as  if 
the  place  were  his  own. 

FREDERICK  enters  in  a  military  undressAh.,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  Servant  with  a  trunk. 

Fre.  Yon’ll  cai-ry  in  my  trunk,  and  then  tell 
your  master  that  his  nephew’s  arrived. 

[Exit  Servant,  a. 

Sto.  What,  Mr.  Frederick ! 

Fre.  Yes,  my  old  fx-iend,  even  he. 

Sto.  Well!  the  saints  preserve  us! — to  think  I 
shouldn’t  know  you,  I  who  have  earned  you  so 
often  in  my  ai-ms  !  But  that’s  no  wonder,  you’re 
so  altered,  sir — so  grown.  Why,  let  me  see  ;  you’ve 
been  gone  from  ixs  now  seven  years ;  four  years  at 
eollege,  three  in  service — oh,  time,  time,  what 
changes  it  makes ! 

Fre.  Yes,  Michael,  and  in  more  than  one  of  us  ; 
— my  uncle  for  instance.  When  I  left  home,  he 
was  the  gayest  spirit  in  Vienna ;  the  life  of  every 
circle— the  star  of  every  table ;  when  all  of  a  sudden 
he  withdraws  fi*om  the  world,  renounces  every 
pleasure,  and  bui-ying  himself  in  the  gloom  of  this 
old  dwelling,  devotes  himself  to  books. 

Sto.  Very  true,  sir;  it’s  a  perfect  mystery.  A 
man  that  used  to  have  such  rational  ideas ;  who 
could  drink,  ride,  or  shoot  with  any  soldier  in  the 
service,  to  turn  rat,  and  live  upon  parchment ! 

Fre.  And  the  cause  of  all  this,  rumour  attributes 
to  disappointment.  I  have  heard  he  was  to  have 
been  married  to  some  Baroness,  who  jilted  him. 

Sto.  Well,  that’s  very  likely,  sir. 

Fre.  So  in  disgust  at  her  perfidy,  he  has  forsworn 
the  whole  sex. 

Sto.  Axid  that’s  very  true,  sir ;  he  has  taken  an 
oath  they  shall  never  cross  his  threshold,  and  lie 
lias  kept  it  for  three  years.  Nothing  female  is 
allowed  to  live  here,  sir ;  I  think  he  half  objects  to 
our  keeping  a  cat. 

Fre.  And  this  is  a  man  who  was  once  their 
idolater ! 

Sto.  Well,  sir,  it  is  very  strange. 

Fre.  And  very  hard,  I  think,  if  he  expects  to  be 
followed.  Would  you  believe  it,  Michael,  he  has 
forbidden  me  to  marry  ! 

Sto.  Oh,  I  dare  say,  sir. 


Fre.  Actually  threatens  to  disown  me  if  I  men¬ 
tion  the  subject. 

Sto.  And  if  he  does  threaten,  sir,  he’ll  keep  his 
word. 

Fre.  How  very  consistent,  because  he  has  met 
with  a  bad  woman,  that  I  am  to  lose  a  good  one  ! 

Sto.  Why,  look  at  my  case,  sir ;  I’m  already  mar¬ 
ried,  and  though  he  knows  that  my  Susa  wouldn’t 
ruffle  a  rose-bud,  even  she  mustn’t  stop  here. 

Fre.  Why,  this  is  monstrous !—  part  man  and 
wife !  Really,  I  think  we  are  bound  to  cure  my 
uncle  of  this  mania. 

Sto.  To  cure  him,  sir  ? 

Fre.  Yes,  the  disease  is  not  so  deeply  rooted  but 
we  may  find  a  remedy. 

Sto.  But  what,  sir,  if  under  the  effects  of  tho- 
medicine,  he  should  discharge  his  physicians  ? 

Fre.  Well,  sir,  and  would  you  run  no  risk  to 
clasp  to  your  bosom  the  idol  of  your  young  affec¬ 
tions  ? 

Sto.  Why,  sir,  I’ve  been  married  six-and-tlnrty 
years. 

Fre.  Ah,  that’s  all  the  difference.  (Aside.)  Hang 
it!  he  wavex-s  so,  I’m  afraid  to  trust  him.  Michael, 
being  anxious,  as  you  may  suppose,  to  restore  my 
uncle  to  society,  I  have  thought  of  an  experiment, 
in  which  if  you’ll  consent  to  join  me - 

Sto.  Why,  really,  Mr.  Frederick,  you  can’t  doubt 
my  regard  for  you  ;  but  there’s  my  duty,  sir,  and 
duty,  you  know,  is  a  thing - 

Fre.  Like  a  wicket  in  a  gate,  which  we  make  a 
convenience  whilst  it  looks  like  a  barrier ;  but 
whether  I  succeed  or  fail  in  that  attempt,  be 
assui*ed  I’ll  bear  you  haimiless. 

Sto.  But  what’s  your  plan,  sir  ? 

Fre.  You  shall  hear.  At  a  cottage  close  by,  I 
saw  the  tenant’s  daughter,  who  told  me  a  long 
story  of  our  bailiff’s  ill  conduct ;  so  I  asked  her  to 
follow  me,  and  now  I’m  quite  sui’e  if  my  uncle 
would  hear  her,  there’s  an  interest  in  that  girl’s 
looks  and  tones  which  would  not  fail  to  win  him. 

Sto.  Well,  sir;  on  condition  that  you  take  upon 
yonrself  the  whole  responsibility— — - 

Fre.  Oh,  willingly.  There  she  is,  you  see, 
and - 

Sio.  Remembering  you’re  breaking  his  positive 
orders - 

Fre.  Which,  like  an  enemy’s  lines,  are  only  fit  to 
be  broken - 

Sto.  And  promising  you  won’t  turn  round  and 
expose  my  good-nature - 

I'Ve.  On  the  contrary,  I’ll  maintain  that  you  are 
the  most  hard-hearted  rascal  I  ever  encountered. 

Sto.  Well,  then — (pausing)— young  woman,  you 
may  come  in. 
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***  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


THE  WOMAN  HATER 


SCENE  I. — Court-yard  of  a  Castle. — The  building 

half  in  ruins.  Aloud  knocking  is  heard  outside, 

l.  STORK  crosses  from  R. 

Frederick,  {without.)  Gate!  gate! 

Sto.  Hallo — hallo  !  Wliat’s  all  this  cannonade  ? 
is  it  a  courier  from  Vienna,  or  an  arch-duke 
benighted?  Well,  upon  my  word,  an  easy  gentle¬ 
man  !  He’s  thrown  his  cloak  into  the  lodge,  turn’d 
his  horse  into  the  yard,  and  now  strides  along  as  if 
the  place  were  his  own. 

FREDERICK  enters  in  a  military  undress^  l.,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  Servant  with  a  trunk. 

Fre.  You’ll  carry  in  my  trunk,  and  then  tell 
your  master  that  his  nephew’s  arrived. 

[Exit  Servant,  r. 

Sto.  What,  Mr.  Frederick ! 

Fre.  Yes,  my  old  friend,  even  he. 

Sto.  Weil!  the  saints  preserve  us! — to  think  I 
shouldn’t  know  you,  I  who  have  carried  you  so 
often  in  my  arms  !  But  that’s  no  wonder,  you’re 
so  altered,  sir — so  grown.  Why,  let  me  see  ;  you’ve 
been  gone  from  us  now  seven  years ;  four  years  at 
college,  three  in  service — oh,  time,  time,  what 
changes  it  makes ! 

Fre.  Yes,  Michael,  and  in  more  than  one  of  us ; 
— my  uncle  for  instance.  When  I  left  home,  he 
was  the  gayest  spirit  in  Vienna ;  the  life  of  every 
circle— the  star  of  every  table ;  when  all  of  a  sudden 
he  withdraws  from  the  world,  renounces  every 
pleasure,  and  burying  himself  in  the  gloom  of  this 
old  dwelling,  devotes  himself  to  books. 

Sto.  Very  true,  sir;  it’s  a  perfect  mystery.  A 
man  that  used  to  have  such  rational  ideas ;  who 
could  drink,  ride,  or  shoot  with  any  soldier  in  the 
service,  to  turn  rat,  and  live  upon  parchment ! 

Fre.  And  the  cause  of  all  this,  rumour  attributes 
to  disappointment.  I  have  heard  he  was  to  have 
been  married  to  some  Baroness,  who  jilted  him. 

Sto.  Well,  that’s  very  likely,  sir. 

Fre.  So  in  disgust  at  her  perfidy,  he  has  forsworn 
the  whole  sex. 

Sto.  And  that’s  very  true,  sir ;  he  has  taken  an 
oath  they  shall  never  cross  his  threshold,  and  he 
has  kept  it  for  three  years.  Nothing  female  is 
allowed  to  live  here,  sir ;  I  think  he  half  objects  to 
our  keeping  a  cat. 

Fre.  And  this  is  a  man  who  was  once  their 
idolater ! 

Sto.  Well,  sir,  it  is  very  strange. 

Fre.  And  very  hard,  I  think,  if  lie  expects  to  be 
followed.  Would  you  believe  it,  Michael,  he  has 
forbidden  me  to  marry  ! 

Sto.  Oh,  I  dare  say,  sir. 


Fre.  Actually  threatens  to  disown  me  if  I  men¬ 
tion  the  subject. 

Sto.  And  if  he  does  threaten,  sir,  he’ll  keep  liis 
word. 

Fre.  How  very  consistent,  because  he  has  met 
with  a  bad  woman,  that  I  am  to  lose  a  good  one  ! 

Sto.  Why,  look  at  my  case,  sir ;  I’m  already  mar¬ 
ried,  and  though  he  knows  that  my  Susa  wouldn't 
ruffle  a  rose-bud,  even  she  mustn’t  stop  here. 

Fre.  Why,  this  is  monstrous! — part  man  and 
wife !  Really,  I  think  we  are  bound  to  cure  my 
uncle  of  this  mania. 

Sto.  To  cure  him,  sir  ? 

Fre.  Yes,  the  disease  is  not  so  deeply  rooted  but 
we  may  find  a  remedy. 

Sto.  But  what,  sir,  if  under  the  effects  of  tho- 
medicine,  he  should  discharge  his  physicians  ? 

Fre.  Well,  sir,  and  would  you  run  no  risk  to 
clasp  to  your  bosom  the  idol  of  your  young  affec¬ 
tions  ? 

Sto.  Why,  sir,  I’ve  been  married  six-and-thirty 
years. 

Fre.  Ah,  that’s  all  the  difference.  (Aside.)  Hang 
it !  he  wavers  so,  I’m  afraid  to  trust  him.  Michael, 
being  anxious,  as  you  may  suppose,  to  restore  my 
uncle  to  society,  I  have  thought  of  an  experiment, 
in  which  if  you’ll  consent  to  join  me - 

Sto.  Why,  really,  Mr.  Frederick,  you  can’t  doubt 
my  regard  for  you  ;  but  there’s  my  duty,  sir,  and 
duty,  you  know,  is  a  thing - 

Fre.  Like  a  wicket  in  a  gate,  which  we  make  a 
convenience  whilst  it  looks  like  a  barrier;  but 
whether  I  succeed  or  fail  in  that  attempt,  be 
assured  I’ll  bear  you  harmless. 

Sto.  But  what’s  your  plan,  sir  ? 

Fre.  You  shall  hear.  At  a  cottage  close  by,  I 
saw  the  tenant’s  daughter,  who  told  me  a  long 
story  of  our  bailiff’s  ill  conduct ;  so  I  asked  her  to 
follow  me,  and  now  I’m  quite  sure  if  my  uncle 
would  hear  her,  there’s  an  interest  in  that  girl’s 
looks  and  tones  which  would  not  fail  to  win  him. 

Sto.  Well,  sir;  on  condition  that  you  take  upon 
yourself  the  whole  responsibility— — - 

Fre.  Oh,  willingly.  There  she  is,  you  see, 
and - 

Sio.  Remembering  you’re  breaking  his  positive 
orders - 

Fre.  Which,  like  an  enemy’s  lines,  are  only  fit  to 
be  broken - 

Sio.  And  promising  you  won’t  turn  round  and 
expose  my  good-nature - 

Fre.  On  the  contrary,  I’ll  maintain  that  you  are 
the  most  hard-hearted  rascal  I  ever  encountered. 

Sto.  Well,  then — (pausing) — young  woman,  you 
may  come  in. 
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Enter  LEILA,  l.,  in  the  dress  of  a  peasant,  with  a 
■ paper . 

Ere.  Corns  in,  my  fair  petitioner,  and  don’t  be 
afraid ;  this  good  man  is  your  friend. 

Sto.  Wliat,  I,  Mr.  Frederick !  Do  you  want  to 
ruin  me  ? 

Fre.  (Aside.)  Courage,  dear  Leila;  our  first  step’s 
gained. 

Lei.  True,  Frederick ;  but  I  feel  as  if  ’twonld  be 
my  last. 

Sto.  There’s  a  sight ! — a  woman  in  the  castle  ! 

Fre.  (To  Stork.)  Don’t  you  think  she’s  very 
beautiful  ? 

Sto.  Beautiful  ? — she’s  frightful !  I  couldn’t 
.shake  more  at  a  serpent — now,  now,  really,  sir,  she 
had  better  go  back — or  come  to-morrow,  when  the 
Baron’s  in  a  better  humour.  I  forgot  to  tell  you 
that  he’s  so  out  of  sorts,  this  eveuing. 

Fre.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Sto.  Why,  sir,  not  feeling  well,  he  took  a  ride 
this  afternoon,  and  got  caught  in  the  storm ;  and 
when  he  came  home  I  never  saw  him  in  such  a 
temper.  He  scarcely  tasted  dinner,  and  has  done 
nothing  ever  since  but  tramp  about  his  room. 

Fre.  And  all  this  spleen  at  an  accidental  wetting  ! 

The  more  cause,  then,  that  a  mind  so  absurdly 
querulous  should  be  restored  to  reason.  I  am  now, 
more  than  ever,  resolved  upon  my  design. 

Enter  SERVANT,  it. 

See.  The  Baron  will  see  you,  sir,  in  the  library. 

[Exit,  n. 

Fre.  I  attend  him.  Come,  my  fair  companion ; 
now  no  more  trembling — am  not  I  beside  you  ?  I 
am  convinced  your  petition  will  succeed,  and 
ensure  both  your  happiness,  and  his  who  favours 
it. 

[Exeunt,  it. 

Sto.  Indeed  !  Now,  I  see  a  different  termination  ; 
the  Baron  will  beat  his  nephew  till  he  has  broken 
his  cane,  and  then  order  me  to  bring  up  a  stick  for 
myself. 

[Exit,  it. 

SCENE  II.  —  The  Library.  —  An  antique  oaken 
chamber,  filled  with  massive  cases.  A  large  i 
window  with  its  curtains  down,  opens  c.  on  a 
terrace  overlooking  the  castle  gardens.  A  fire¬ 
place,  It. ;  a  suit  of - It.  and  l.  of  window; 

a  door  l.  2  e.,  and  it.  2  e.  Books,  globes,  maps, 
MSS.  on  chairs  and  table,  in  every  possible  con¬ 
fusion. 

Enter  RAVENSPURG,  c. 

Eav.  So,  he’s  come  at  last,  my  long-expected 
pupil ;  this  boy  that  I  intend  to  make  the  reflex  of 
myself.  He  is  now  heedless  and  generous ;  his 
blood  only  his  instructor ;  a  ready  victim  for  our 
common  tempter.  Be  it  my  task,  then,  to  snatch 
him  from  their  fangs— to  store  him  with  a  know¬ 
ledge  of  their  treachery  and  craft — to  point  to  him 
that  principle  of  woman’s  being  which — (pacing  the 
room — pauses) — it  certainly  was  very  odd,  my 
meeting  one  to-day.  Very  odd  that  the  storm 
should  drive  me  to  an  inn,  where  I  beheld  a  form 
almost  angelic !  Three  years  ago  such  a  sight 
would  have  been  fatal  to  me;  but  now,  thank 
heaven,  having  overcome  my  frailty — having  learnt 
in  this  retreat  to  read  their  hollow  natures— I — I 
must  owu  she  was  very  lovely,  and  with  an  air  of 
•such  refinement  —  such  a  bearing,  and  a  grace 
that - 
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Enter  FREDERICK,  L.  D. 

Fre.  Dearest  uncle,  at  last  we  meet  again ! 
liav.  Welcome,  Frederick,  welcome!  Why,  you 
have  grown,  indeed  !  Let  me  see  you  with  a  mind 
to  match  this  body,  and  I  shall  be  content,  Well, 
having  served  your  country  with  distinction,  you 
are  now,  you  know,  to  pass  your  days  with  me,  to 
receive  in  this  seclusion  a  better  wealth  than  my 
estates — the  fruits  of  my  experience. 

Fre.  Dear  uncle,  how  can  I  thank  you  for  your 
goodness  ? 

Bav.  With  the  world,  you  know,  I  have  done ; 
books  are  now  my  friends,  and  taught  by  them,  I 
have  long  since  learnt  to  feel - 

Fre.  Tliatneither  in  the  society  of  man — ( pausing ) 
— or  woman - 

Bav.  Woman ! 

Fre.  Yes,  sir. 

Bav.  The  author  of  our  first  fault,  and  with  great 
consistency,  the  cause  of  every  other. 

Fre.  In  some  cases,  perhaps,  sir ;  but  surely 
there  are  many  who  have  redeemed  their  primal 
error  ; — many  whose  grace  of  form  is  only  equalled 
by  their  loveliness  of  spirit. 

Bav.  Not  one,  sir!  Let  nature  change  the  dial- 
p late  at  pleasure,  the  works  are  all  the  same.  She 
formed  them  for  deceivers — for  our  earthly  chas¬ 
tisements,  that  through  the  short-lived  madness  of 
their  influence  we  might  pass  the  light  and  reason. 

Fre.  Then  it  is  your  opinion,  sir,  that  mar¬ 
riage — 

Bav.  Is  a  day’s  drunkenness,  of  which  life  is  the 
headache. 

Fre.  And  to  be  blessed  with  children - 

Ba  v.  Is  to  carry  on  the  slave  trade,  with  a  change 
of  colour.  Children,  indeed ! — this  country  will  be 
soon  like  a  Hottentot — a  parent  eat  up  by  her  own 
offspring ! 

Fre.  Well,  considering  that  I  am  a  Hottentot - 

(Aside.) 

Bav.  Now  we  understand  each  other;  but  don’t 
suppose  your  life  is  to  be  mere  theory.  No,  no ! 
— I  know  my  character  has  suffered  from  my  long 
seclusion,  so  you  shall  visit  my  tenants,  and  relieve 
all  those  who  have  claim  upon  my  bounty. 

Fre.  Dear  uncle,  I  gratefully  accept  the  office, 
and  am  happy  to  say  I  can  at  once  commence  my 
functions.  Here  is  a  young  woman  in  the  next 
room  who - 

Bav.  What,  sir? 

Fre.  A  young  woman  who - - 

Bav.  Who  brought  her  here  ? 

Fre.  I  did. 

Bav.  You ! 

Fre.  Yes,  sir;  she  has  been  oppressed  by  vour 
bailiff,  and  I  undertook  to  say  that  you  would  uo 
her  justice. 

Bav.  And  so  to  gratify  your  vanity,  you  think  I'll 
break  my  vow  never  again  to  look  on  that  detested 
sex  ? 

Fre.  I  can  only  say  you  ought,  sir. 

Bav.  And  wThy,  sir  ? 

Fre.  Because  there  is  an  caidier  vow,  which  yon 
took  with  your  domains,  never  to  permit  a  suspicion 
of  your  honour. 

Bav.  And  so,  sir - 

Fre.  Yon’ll  allow  me  to  bring  her  in  ? 

Bav.  No,  sir,  I  won’t ;— send  her  off  directly  ! 

Fre.  (Going,  then  returns.)  Then  you  wish  her 
visit  to  be  known  ? 

Bav.  What  do  you  say  ? 

Fre.  Of  course,  if  sent  away,  she’ll  talk  of  it. 
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Rav.  Then  I  must  see  her,  I  suppose,  to  silence 
her. 

Fre.  Why,  really,  I  should  say  so. 

Rav.  Well,  upou  my  word,  sir,  this  is  a  pood 
beginning! — but  you  shall  not  gain  your  object. 
No,  sir!  I’ve  sworn  never  again  to  look  on  her 
detested  sex,  and  you  shall  find  I  am  in  earnest. 

(Sinks  into  a  chair,  his  hack  to  the  door.) 

Fre.  (Aside.)  That’s  to  be  seen  ;—hcar  her,  and 
if  you  can  resist  a  look -  (Opens  door,  l.) 

Enter  LEILA. 

Come  in,  my  good  girl,  here  is  the  Laron,  and — 
(Aside.) — Now,  dearest,  courage ! 

Rav.  Well,  young  woman,  what  have  you  to 
say  ? 

Lei.  (Aside.)  Oh,  Frederick,  what  a  tone  he 
speaks  in ! 

Rav.  On  what  pretence  have  you  dared  to  break 
my  orders  ? 

Lei.  My  reliance  on  your  sense  of  justice. 

Rav.  Yes,  yes  ;  the  usual  cant ! 

Lei.  Indeed,  sir,  it’s  the  truth.  I  have  been  so 
long  tanght  to  revere  your  many  virtues - - 

Rav.  I  hate  fawning! 

Lei.  And  though  diffident,  as  becomes  a 
woman - 

Rav.  And  you  know  I  hate  women ! 

Lei.  (Aside.)  Oh,  Frederick!  what  am  I  to  say  ? 

Fre.  He  listens ;  can  you  have  a  better  sign  ? 

Rav.  To  your  business, — though  I  can  guess  it : 
—my  bailiff  has  maintained  my  interests,  and,  of 
course,  has  injured  yours. 

Fre.  Uncle,  she  will  read  you  her  petition. 
(Aside.)  Let  him  hear  that,  and  keep  ice-bound,  if 
he  can.  (Places  Leila  near  his  chair.) 

Lei.  (Reads.)  “  To  his  Excellency,  Count  Ravens- 
purg — ( The  Baron,  startled  at  her  proximity,  moves 
away.)  May  it  please  you,  noble  Baron,  we,  your 
faithful  tenants,  Arnold  and  Susa  Melcthal,  of  the 
commune  of  Eilwarden,  presume  to  acquaint  you 
that  when  the  Danube  lately  overflowed,  it  swept 
away  our  vineyard ” 

Rav.  In  the  commune  of  Eilwarden  ? 

Lei.  Yes,  sir. 

Rav.  Why,  that’s  twenty  miles  from  the  Danube ! 

Fre.  What,  sir ! 

Rav.  This  is  a  fraud  ! 

Lei.  (Aside.)  Frederick  I 

Rav.  An  imposition ! 

Fre.  Blunderer ! 

Rav.  And  so,  young  woman ! — (Turning  round  to 
her,  he  wheels  hack  again .)— hang  it,  I  forgot! 
(Leila  retiring,  he  starts  up.)  Now,  sir ;  I  hope  you 
are  satisfied !  You’ve  broken  my  commands  ;  you’ve 
brought  a  woman  here,  and  what’s  her  character  ? 
Why,  a  proof  of  all  I  told  you ; — even  this  girl, 
young  as  she  is,  must  try  her  hand  at  treachery ! 
Send  her  off  this  instant. 

Fre.  But  allow  me  to  say,  sir - 

Rav.  Not  a  word  ! 

Lei.  (Aside.)  Did  I  not  warn  you,  Frederick - 

Fre.  Be  not  dismayed,  dearest;  we  have  yet  a 
resource  in  store.  (Leads  her  off,  l.  d.) 

Rav.  Come,  now;  I’m  glad  that  this  has  hap¬ 
pened.  I  wanted  an  example  to  convince  this 
fellow,  and  here  it  is— a  swindler  at  sixteen  !  It’s 
absolute  instinct;  fraud’s  as  natural  to  them  as 
long  hair;  and  yet,  how  mournful  that  all  this 
falsehood  should  be  hid  in  such  a  form  !  I  did  not 
see  her  face,  but  her  person  was  perfection.  It 


5 

had  all  that  graceful  f  ulnccs— that  soft  and  rounded 
symmetry  which - 

Enter  FREDERICK,  L.  D. 

Fre.  And  now,  sir - 

Rav.  And  now,  sir,  what  do  you  say  ? 

Fre.  Why,  that  she  was  in  error,  sir ;  but  had 
no  intention  to  deceive  you. 

Rav.  There — there’s  an  assumption !  Why, 
you’re  terribly  bitten  with  the  sex  :  I  see  I  shall 
have  a  world  of  trouble  in  bringing  you  to  reason. 

Fre.  Well,  sir,  the  matter  is  ended  ;  and  so  now, 
allow  me  to  tell  you,  I’ve  a  packet  for  you. 

Rav.  A  packet ! 

Fre.  (Takes  note  and  packet  from  his  pocket.) 
Yes,  as  I  left  the  camp,  your  friend,  Major  Ris- 
bach,  called  on  me,  and  begged  I  -would  convey  it 
to  you ;  so  I’ll  leave  you  to  look  over  it,  whilst  I 
renew  my  acquaintance  with  the  gardens.  (Aside. ) 
Now,  then,  to  rejoin  her,  and  try  my  last  experi¬ 
ment. 

[Exit  L.  D. 

Rav.  (Opens  note  and  reads.)  “  Dear  Baron,— Our 
old  acquaintance,  Andrew  Blumenthal,  has  died 
abroad,  upon  an  embassy,  and  amongst  other  of 
his  effects,  a  miniature  of  his  daughter  has  reached 
my  hands,  which,  as  she  is  living  in  your  neigh¬ 
bourhood,  I  must  intrude  on  you  to  forward  to 
her.”  (He  pauses.)  I  forward  a  girl’s  miniature  ! 
Now,  I  must  say,  that  knowing,  as  Risbach  does, 
my  aversion  to  the  sex,  this  is  a  perfect  insult ! 
How  did  he  dare— however,  it  is  but  a  parcel,  and 
— (turns  the  case  in  his  hand.)— I  wonder  what 
she’s  like  ?  I’ve  sworn  never  again  to  look  on  the 
detested  sex,  but  this  is  only  a  copy — merely  a 
work  of  art ;  besides  I’ve  no  doubt  that  a  look 
would  deepen  my  antipathy.  What  should  I  see  ? 
—  something  cunning  or  malignant ; — cheeks  lank 
with  envy,  lips  parch’d  with  slandering,  or — (opens 
the  miniature.) — Is  it  possible  ?  ’Tis  that  angel  at 
the  inn!— her  very  self,  by  all  that’s  heavenly! 
Her  own  bright  eyes,  like  stars,  below  a  brow  calm 
and  white  as  a  cloud  in  summer !  Why,  what  a 
strange  coincidence  that  fate  should  carry  me 
to-day,  where— where  I  saw,  perhaps,  a  face  that 
hid  a  devil’s  mind !— a  hypocrite’s !— a  jilt’s !  Ah, 
now  I’m  glad  I’ve  looked  at  it;  it  fortifies  my 
principles  ;  it  does  me  good  to  see  it — every  glance 
whets  my  aversion!  (Pacing  room,  pauses.)  And 
yet,  who  that  gazes  on  such  eyes,  can  wonder  at 
man’s  error  ?  Beautiful  delnder !  Even  I,  in  view¬ 
ing  you  can  feel  my  old  delirium  ; — in  those  orbs  I 
can  fancy  Gertrude  once  more  smiles  on  me  ! — and 
that  mouth,  like  hers,  a  rose-bud  rich  in  dew,  like 
hers,  invites  me!  (Kisses  it.)  Merciful  powers! 
what  have  I  done  ?  I’ve  kissed  away  the  lips  ! — • 
I’ve  ruined  it!  Fool!  idiot!  is  this  my  stoicism  ? 
— this  the  conquest  of  my  passion  ? 

Enter  FREDERICK,  from  l.  v.— Baron  hides 
miniature. 

Fre.  Well,  uncle;  I’ve  had  my  ramble,  and  now, 

if  you’ve  any  duties  for  me - 

Rav.  There’s  one  duty,  sir,  which  I  wish  you 
instantly  to  think  of,— that  of  conquering  your 
unhappy  tendency  to  woman ! 

Fre.  Well,  really,  uncle — I - 

Rav.  No  words,  sir;  the  subject  is  too  revolting 
suffice  it  that  you  know  my  fixed  determination. 
And  now,  as  I  have  a  letter  to  send,  on  a  point  of 
some  importance,  sit  down  and  write  as  I  dictate. 
(Sits  in  chair,  u. — Fred&rick  sits  at  table,  l. — 
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Ravcnspurg  draws  a  chair  in  f  ront,  and  unobserved 
by  him,  takes  out  the  miniature,)  Are  you  ready  ? 

Fro.  Yes,  sir. 

Rav.  “  To  his  Serene  Highness,  Albert,  Dnke  of 
Saxony. — Illustrious  sir,  when  your  late  financial 
statement  met  my  eyes - ” 

Fre.  (Writes  and  pauses.)  Eyes - 

Eav.  ( Looking  at  the  miniature,  exclaims  uncon¬ 
sciously,)  Humid,  sparkling,  and  intelligent! 

Fre.  (Repeats  his  exclamation  in  a  low  tone,  and 
writes  it;  then  pausing,  says  aloud,)  Well,  sir? 

Eav.  (Dictating.)  “  It  must  have  struck  you  that 
an  opinion  from  my  lips - ” 

Fre.  ■  ( Writes  and  pauses.)  Lips - 

Eav.  (Looking  at  miniature.)  Cupid’s  own  bow  ! 

Fre.  (Writes  and  repeats  aloud.)  Cupid’s  own 
bow. 

Rav.  (Turns  and  stares  at  him.)  What,  sir ! 
Read  what  you  have  written. 

Fre.  (Reads.)  “  Illustrious  sir,  when  your  late 
financial  statement  met  my  eyes, — humid,  spark¬ 
ling,  and  intelligent, — it  must  have  struck  you  that 
an  o-pinion  from  my  lips,  Cupid’s  own  bow - ” 

Eav.  What  do  you  mean  by  this  insult  ? 

Fre.  Why,  uncle,  I  confess  that  instead  of  attend¬ 
ing  to  you — — - 

Rav.  You  were  thinking  of  women  again. 
Zounds,  sir!  shall  I  never  cure  you  of  this  mad¬ 
ness  ? 

Enter  STORK,  l.  d.,  hastily. 

Sto.  Baron,  an  accident  has  happened  at  the 
gate. 

Rav.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Sto.  The  carriage  of  a  lady  has  broken  down  on 
passing,  and  on  learning  at  whose  door  she  was, 
she  wrote  this  on  a  card.  (Gives  card.) 

Rav.  (Reads.)  “  The  daughter  of  the  late  General 
Blumcnthal  presents  her  respects  to  Baron  Ravens- 
purg,  and  requests  the  shelter  of  his  roof  till  she 
can  obtain  a  fresh  conveyance.  She  will  also  do 
herself  the  pleasure  of  receiving  from  him  a  picture 
which,  she  believes,  has  been  commissioned  to  con¬ 
vey  to  her.” 

Fre.  (Crosses  to  Baron.)  What,  sir!  was  this  the 
packet  that  I  brought  you  ? 

Rav.  Yes. 

Fre.  My  dear  uncle,  how  very  apropos. 

Rav.  (Aside.)  Very — when  I’ve  spoilt  it ! 

Fre.  TJncle,  we  must  ask  her  in. 

Rav.  What,  sir ! 

Fre.  Stork,  present  the  Baron’s  compliments, 
and  say  he  shall  be  delighted. 

Ran.  Zounds,  sir !  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Fre.  Why,  it's  a  dark  night,  sir ;  a  broken  car¬ 
riage,  and  a  lonely  road !  You  would  not  be  such  a 
bear  as  to  leave  the  woman  to  the  wolves  ? 

Rav.  (Aside.)  Here’s  a  situation!  But  where 
could  we  put  her  P 

Fre.  She  shall  have  my  bed. 

Rav.  And  who  is  to  wait  upon  her  ? 

Fre.  I  will. 

Rav.  But— but— I  cannot  meet  her  if  I  admit 
her. 

Fre.  Because  you  have  made  a  vow  ? 

Rot*.  Damn  the  vow!  (Aside.)  Shall  I  tell  him  P 
— I’m  afraid  I  must.  Stork,  give  my  compliments 
and  ask  the  lady  in. 

IFxit  Stork,  l.  d. 

Fre.  (Aside.)  By  heaven,  it  succeeds  ! 

Rav.  Ahem  !  Frederick,  I  must  tell  you  that  this 
miniature  has  had  an  accident. 
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Fre.  An  accident  !  (Going  to  iakq  it.) 

Eav.  Yes,  it  is  needless  to  say  how ;  suffice  it 
must  be  repaired  before  presented ;  and  the  ques¬ 
tion  is,  where  to  find  a  painter. 

Fre.  No  doubt,  in  the  next  town  ;  I’ll  ask - 

Rav.  (Holding  him.)  The  whole  house  ! 

Fre.  Well,  if  you  wash  me  to  be  secret,  I’ll  take  a 
horse  and  ride  there,  whilst  you  receive  the 
owner - 

Rav.  Are  you  mad,  sir  ?  You  must  receive  her 
while  I  am  absent,  and  say  the  packet  shall  be  for¬ 
warded. 

Fre.  Well,  really,  uncle,  I  should  be  happy  to 
oblige  you,  but - 

Rav.  But  what,  sir  ? 

Fre.  Your  language,  to-day,  has  so  disgusted  mo 
with  the  sex - - 

Rav.  Hang  it,  sir !  can  you  only  grow  wise  at  my 
expense  P 

Fre.  Besides,  she  may  be  married,  and  if  so,  here 
is  our  difference; — you  hate  women  —  I  detest 
children. 

Rav.  Go  down  and  receive  her. 

Fre.  Well,  if  I  consent,  it  is  solely  to  oblige  you, 
remember ! 

Rav.  Yes,  yes ! 

Fre.  And  I  have  full  authority  to  represent  you  ? 

Rav.  Of  course  you  have. 

Fre.  Either  to  take  her  to  my  room,  or  yours, 
or - 

Rav.  Where  you  like,  only  go,  sir !  [Exit  Fre¬ 
derick,  l.  d.]  So,  then,  she’ll  pass  the  night  here, 
where  I  have  sworn  no  woman  shall  ever  enter ; 
whilst  I  must  steal  off  like  a  thief,  and  ride  ten 
miles  at  midnight  to  keep  my  folly  secret! — ( Draws 
out  the  miniature.)  To  be  sure,  the  damage  is  not 
much  ;  though  the  mouth  is  gone,  the  eyes  are  left, 
— and  is  it  possible  that  they  are  deceitful  ? — I  can’t 
believe  it !  Allowing  that  her  sex  is  vicious,  why 
should  she  he  ?  Every  rule  has  an  exception ; — 
besides,  she  is  the  daughter  of  an  old  friend,  so  I 
ought  to  like  her.  To  like  her  ? — I  feel  as  if  I  loved 
her.  Impossible !  I  that  have  spent  three  years 
in  proving  her  sex  detestable,  and  have  argned  my¬ 
self  into  hating  them  upon  the  most  logical  con¬ 
clusions  ! 

Fre.  (Without.)  This  way,  madam  ;  this  way! 

Rav.  Eh  ? — why,  he’s  bringing  her  to  my  cham¬ 
ber!— the  impudent  puppy!  I— I  should  like  to 
have  a  look  at  her;  I  ought,  for  how  else  can  I  in¬ 
struct  the  painter  to  repair  the  injury? — I  will. 
She  comes  ; — already  the  air  grows  balmy  with  her 
sighs,  and  her  eyes  create  a  twilight  in  the  gloom. 

[ Retiring  slowly. 

Enter  STORK,  l.  d.,  hastily. 

Sto.  Baron,  the  lady’s  to  have  your  room.- 

Rav.  Go  to  my  nephew. 

Sto.  And  Baron,  she’s  to  have  your  bed. 

Rav.  Go  to  the  devil ! 

[Exit  at  door,  2  e.  a. 

Sto.  I  must  obey  orders.  (Goes  up  c.) 

Enter  FREDERICK,  LEILA,  in  travelling  dress, 
and  CHILD,  l.  d. 

Fre.  These,  madam,  are  my  uncle’s  apartments. 
They  are  not  very  comfortable,  owing  to  his  literary 
habits ;  hut  still  1  would  recommend  them,  in  pre¬ 
ference  to  any  another. 

Lei.  But  I  shall  disturb  his  papers. 

Fre.  Oh,  no  consequence  !  The  fact  is,  lie’s  fond 
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of  disorder  ;  book-worms,  you  know,  are  phe¬ 
nomena  which  defy  all  laws. 

[Rapenspurg  looks  from  door,  l. 

Rav.  Yes,  yes ;  it  is  herself. 

Lei.  But  the  Baron,  I  believe,  is  not  aware  that 
I  am  married  ? 

Rav.  Married ! 

Fre.  Well,  madam,  at  least  I  am;  so,  for  the 
present,  I  must  beg  this  little  love  to  consider  me 
her  papa. 

Rav.  Here’s  a  discovery ! 

Lei.  I  must  tell  you  that  I  have  a  younger  mem¬ 
ber  of  my  family - 

Fre.  Is  it  possible? — an  infant!  Well,  of  all 
things  earthly,  I  love  these  human  miniatures — 
these  plump  and  pretty  cherubs,  which  seem  wait¬ 
ing  for  their  wings.  Of  course,  we’ll  have  the 
nurse  up. 

Lei.  But  my  infant  is  not  well,  and  I’m  afraid  if 
you  heard  its  voice,  you  would  not  think  it  so 
celestial. 

Fre.  Oh,  I  see  then,  what  you  want.  Stork ! 

[Crosse s  to  n. 

S 'to.  (Advancing  n.)  Yes,  your  lionoixr ! 

Fre.  Have  you  such  a  thing  as  a  cradle  in  the 
1  hoxise  ? 

Sto.  A  what,  sir  ? 

Fre.  A  cradle. 

Sto.  Why,  sir,  would  you  turn  the  Baron’s  room 
into  a  nursery  ? 

Fre.  What’s  that  to  yon,  sir? — he  has  placed  me 
here  to  offer  this  lady  every  accommodation,  and  I 
shall  do  as  I  am  instructed.  Is  there  such  a  thing, 
I  say  ? 

Sto.  Of  course  not.  sir. 

Fre.  I  thought  so;  it’s  all  my  uncle’s  fault, 
madam.  This  house  is  shockingly  unfurnished ; 
and  yet,  let  me  think — my  grandmother,  I  remem¬ 
ber,  had  one  made  a  present  to  her  by  the  Duchess 
of  Bavaria,  which  she  put  by  as  an  heir-loom.  It 
must  be  in  her  apartments — I’ll  have  a  search  for 
it ! 

Sto.  But,  Mr.  Frederick - 

Fre.  And  you’ll  help  me ; — thank  you.  Stork ! 

I  (Pushes  Storlc  off,  l.  d.)  So  excuse  me,  madam, 
for  a  few  minutes,  whilst  I  put  every  thing  in 
train.  I  have  ordered  supper,  and  a  fire  to  bo  lit. 
I  dare  say,  too,  you  are  musical ; — I've  got  a 
capital  guitar,  so  I’m  sure  we  shall  have  a  plea¬ 
sant  evening.  What  with  wine,  music,  and  a  cheer¬ 
ful  fire,  the  time  will  dance  away  with  the  foot  of  a 
:  fairy  ! 

[Frit  l.  D. 

Lei.  You  are  not  tired,  Eva?— -Well,  then,  before 
the  dusk  increases,  let  us  step  on  to  this  terrace, 
i  and  see  the  castle  gardens. 

[  Leads  Child  out,  c. 

RAYENSPURG-  advances. 

Rav.  “What  with  wine,  music,  and  a  cheerful 
fire,  the  time  will  dance  away  with  the  foot  of  a 
j  fairy!”  Hang  it,  I  half  suspect  this  fellow! — the 
camp  lias  demoralized  him ! — He  has  been  accus¬ 
tomed  for  three  years  to  under-rate  the  female 
character,  and  now,  left  alone  with  a  beautiful 
girl  and  my  best  hock, — ought  I  to  trust  her  with 
him?  Certainly  notl  Isn’t  she  my  old  friend’s 
J  daughter  ?— isn’t  she  a  woman  ? — young,  confiding, 
i  unprotected  woman !  I’ll  not  desert  her ! —  no,  I’ll 
not  abandon  this  tender  creative  and  her  infant 
child  ! — I’ll  stay  and  guard  them. 

[Returns  to  his  room. 


Enter  SERVANT,  l.  d.,  u-ho  lights  fire.  DELIA 
and  CHILD  return  from  terrace. 

Lei.  The  air  is  chilly,  Eva ;  and  see,  here  is  a  fire 
for  us  ! — Now  let  us  put  this  room  to  rights;  it 
looks  sadly  desolate  at  present.  You  must  assist 
me ;  but  mind  you  don’t  break  anything  or  hurt 
yourself.  Place  everything  upon  the  tables— do 
you  see  ? 

[ Arranges  the  room.  SERVANT  enters 
with  tamps,  another  with  tray,  cofiec, 
fowl,  Ac.— The  Child  and  Servants 
gather  up  hooks,  papers,  &c.,  and  put 
them  into  a  large  chest,  L.,  closing  lid, 
and  leave  a  large  hook  up  on  it.  Exit 
Servant. 

Rav.  (From  d.  r.)  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  This 
is  enchantment! — yes,  and  there  the  enchanter 
sits ! 

Enter  FREDERICK,  L.  D. 

Fre.  Victory,  madam ! — I  have  succeeded  !  Ah, 
this  is  something  like  ! — now  this  room  has  a  civil¬ 
ized  appearance — coffee,  fire,  lamps  ! — it  wants  but 
one  addition  to  make  its  aspect  perfect ! 

Lei.  And  that  is - 

Enter  STORK,  l.  d.,  with  a  cradle. 

Rav,  A  cradle ! 

Sto.  (Aside,  placing  cradle  c.)  That  an  old  carbi¬ 
nier  should  be  sentenced  to  this ! 

Fre.  It’s  rather  old-fashioned,  madam,  but  it 
rocks  famously.  I  was  resolved  to  have  it,  cost 
me  what  it  might. 

Rav.  Oh,  you  obliging  villain  ! 

Fre.  And  here  comes  its  tenant,  in  asleep  as  holy 
as  that  of  a  cloud  upon  the  breast  of  evening. 

Rav.  Oh,  you  sentimental  vagabond. 

Enter  NURSE  L.  D.,  with  INFANT  asleep. 

Lei.  She’s  asleep,  Minna ;  then  we’ll  not  wake 
her. 

Fre.  No,  no,  we  won’t  wake  her. 

Lei.  Stay  an  instant,  I’ll  put  that  pillow  and  my 
cloak  in  the  cradle,  and  you  shall  place  her  there ; 
and  then,  Minna,  we  can  dispense  with  your  atten¬ 
tions. 

Fre.  Yes,  then  nurse,  we’ll  dispense  with  your 
attentions. 

Rav.  The  devil  doubt  you ! 

[Leila  having  arranged  the  cradle,  the 
Nurse  places  the  child  in  it,  then  exits 
with  Stork,  l.  d. 

Fred.  (Sits  at  table.)  Now,  madam,  allow  me  to 
assist  you  to  a  little  wildfowl,  and  your  little  dear  : 
I  can  also  recommend  this  wine.  (Fills  and  drinks.) 
Eh,  no,  this  is  not  my  uncle’s  best — they’ve  made  a 
mistake,  I’ll  step  down  for  another  flask,  excuse 
me  for  an  instant,  I  shall  be  speedier  than  our 
steward. 

[Exit  l.  d. 

Rav.  Another  flask, — it’s  time  to  interfere. 
Ahem!  (Advances — Leila  rises.)  Don’  tbe  alarmed, 
madam— keep  your  seat,  I  beg,  'tis  I  must  apologize 
for  my  want  of  ceremony;  I  should  have  been 
less  abrupt  perhaps  if  I  had  been  less  eager  to  assure 
you  that  the  daughter  of  my  old  friend  is  most 
welcome  to  my  roof. 

Lei.  Apologies  are  also  due  from  me,  Baron,  for 
the  freedom  with  which  I  have  taken  possession  of 
your  apartments. 
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Rav.  Not  at  all ;  I  assure  you,  I  never  saw  them 
look  so  comfortable.  I  see  my  nephew’s  been  at¬ 
tentive  to  you. 

Lei.  He  has  this  instant  left  me. 

Rav.  Snrely,  my  dear  madam,  he  has  not  gone 
for  more  wine ;  if  you  are  drinking  my  old  hock, 
one  glass  is  equal  to  an  ordinary  bottle. 

Lei.  Oh  no,  you  see  we  are  well  provided. 

Rav.  Very  true.  (Fills  and  drinks.)  Hem!  I 
begin  to  think  wine  has  some  virtue  in  it ;  I  cer¬ 
tainly  feel  iu  better  spirits,  and  there’s  the  little 
doll  asleep  in  my  own  mother’s  cradle— -how  very 
odd  ;  I  wonder  if  it’s  cutting  its  teeth  ! 

Lei.  (Aside.)  He  has  not  recognised  me— but  I 
fear  it  with  every  glance. 

Rav.  (Aside.)  How  beautiful  she  looks! — the 
painting  doesn’t  flatter  her.  Flatter  her! — how 
could  it  hope  to  flatter  a  living,  breathing  woman, 
warm  with  generous  impulses  and  beaming  with 
intelligence. 

Lei.  May  I  assist  you  Baron,  with  some  coffee  ? 

Rav.  With  pleasure,  madam.  (Aside.)  How 
charming  a  woman  looks  beside  a  tea  tray  or  a 
coffee  cup— really  I  never  felt  more  comfortable. 
I’ve  a  sense  of  warmth  and  lightness  that’s  quite 
heavenly  ? 

Lei.  (Aside.)  He’s  still  ruminating.  I  know  my 
face  has  struck  him. 

(Ravenspurg  beckons  Child,  who  goes  to 
him — he  kisses  her.) 

Rav :  You  see,  madam,  I  make  myself  at  home 
with  her. 

Lei.  I  fear,  Baron,  she  will  incommode  you. 

Rav.  Not  at  all— I’m  very  fond  of  children ;  that 
is,  a  child  like  this,  with  ruddy  cheeks  and  eyes,  in 
which  the  twilight  of  the  mind  already  seems  to 
glimmer.  Would  yon  like  to  sit  upon  my  knee  ? — 
then  you  must  provide  me  with  a  stool ;  there’s 
that  big  book  on  the  chest,  that’s  “  Seneca’s 
Epistles,”  the  whole  theory  of  the  stoics  on  the 
conquest  of  the  affections, 

(Child  brings  book, — the  Baron  puts  his 
foot  on  it,  and  lifts  her  on  his  knee.) 

— there,  not  the  worst  use  philosophy  has  been  put 
to, 

Lei.  Give  me  leave  to  say,  Baron,  this  amenity 
was  unexpected. 

Rav.  Oh,  very  likely,  madam,  judging  of  me  by 
the  life  I’ve  led  :  you  had  aright  to  expect  a  jailor, 
not  a  host.  (Drinks).  But  miracles  you  see  will 
never  cease ;  be  kind  enough  to  inform  me  of  your 
husband’s  name  and  station. 

Lei.  His  station,  Baron,  is  your  own  ;  his  name, 
I  regret  to  say  is,  for  the  present,  in  disgrace. 

Rav.  For  what  offence,  pray  ? 

Lei.  For  that  of  loving  me.  He  is  dependent  on 
an  uncle,  who,  from  some  prejudice,  withholds  his 
approbation. 

Rav.  I’ve  heard  of  these  uncles; — they’re  shock¬ 
ing  tyrants,  sometimes. 

Lei.  Baron,  he  is  not  unknown  to  you. 

Rav.  Indeed !  Then  why  didn’t  you,  as  the 
daughterof  my  old  friend,  apply  for  my  assistance  ? 

Lei.  I  knew  your  opiuion  of  our  sex,  and  was 
resolved  not  to  offend  you. 

Rn.  Why? 

Lei.  Because  a  good  man  is  always  worthy  of 
respect,  whatever  are  his  prejudices. 

Rav.  Well,  madam,  your  husband's  uncle  refuses 
his  consent;— that’s  wrong! 


Lei.  So  we  were  bold  enough  to  unite  ourselves 
without  it. 

Rav.  That  was  right ; — your  happiness  was 
superior  to  his  caprice. 

Lei.  But  we  cannot  be  at  rest  till  he  forgives  us. 

Rav.  He  shall  forgive  you  ! 

Lei.  I’m  afraid  he  has  objections. 

Rav.  He  shall  dismiss  them. 

Lei.  The  person  I  speak  of  is  your  friend. 

Rav.  So  much  the  better. 

Lei.  He  is  a  man  of  great  rank. 

Rav.  So  much  the  worse. 

Lei.  I  am  but  a  humble  claimant. 

Rav.  You’re  an  angel ! 

Lei.  And  he,  I  am  aware,  is - 

Rav.  A  great  fool ! 

Lei.  Oh,  sir  !  may  I  believe  my  senses ! 

Rav.  Who  is  ne  ! 

Lei.  The  Baron — the  Baron — ( Struggling  to  pro¬ 
nounce  the  name,  fails,  points  to  cradle,  and  ex¬ 
claims — )  My  child-! — my  child  is  waking ! 

(Ravenspurg  claps  his  foot  to  cradle,  and 
rocks  it.) 

Rav.  My  foot’s  at  your  service  ! 

Lei.  Dear  sir,  this  is  an  office - 

Rav.  There  can’t  be  a  pleasanter  1 

Lei.  Should  any  one  discover  you. 

Rav.  I’ll  tell  them  to  be  quiet. 

Enter  FREDERICK,  l.  d.,  with  flask. 

Fre.  Uncle ! 

Rav.  Well,  sir  !  (Rocks.) 

Fre.  Permit  me  to  say,  this  is  a  surprise - 

Rav.  Which  gives  you  great  uneasiness.  I  don’t 
doubt  it !  You  see  me  stepping  in  as  a  barrier  to 
your  intentions !  Oh,  yon  profligate  scoundrel ! 

Fre.  Sir! 

Rav.  Libertine ! — have  I  defeated  you  ? 

Fre.  I  don’t  comprehend  you,  sir  ! 

Rav.  But  I  do  you,  sir!  Look  at  that  sleeping 
cherub,  and  that  helpless  girl ! — do  they  fill  you 
with  no  pity  ?  Sir,  I  stand  here  as  the  guardian  of 
that  lady’s  honour ! 

Fre.  Sir,  I  am  sure  her  husband  is  very  much 
obliged  to  you ! 

Rav.  No  sneering,  sir ! — my  motives  can’t  be 
questioned.  This  lady  is  the  daughter  of  my  old 
friend ; — she  is  my  daughter,  whilst  remaining  here ; 
and  I  acknowledge  her  husband  in  an  equal  light 
of  consanguinity. 

Fre.  My  dear  uncle,  if,  in  the  civilities  I  have 
shown  this  lady,  you  suspect  me  of  intentions 
derogatory  to  her  honour,  give  me  leave  to  say 
such  an  aim  is  impossible  1 

Rav.  How  so  ? 

Fre.  Because,  sir,  I’m  a  married  man,  and  know 
how  to  appreciate  a  woman’s  purity. 

Rav.  (Rises.)  Married! 

Fre.  Yes,  sir. 

Rav.  And  in  my  defiance  ? 

Fre.  Even  so,  sir. 

Rav.  And  to  whom  ? 

Fre.  To  one  whom  you  say  you  have  acknow¬ 
ledged  as  your  daughter. 

(Leila  having  advanced  to  his  side,  le 
takes  her  hand.) 

Lei.  Oh,  sir  !  can  you  forgive  this  stratagem? 

Rav.  I’m  thunderstruck  ! 

Fre.  And  now,  dear  uncle,  if  you  mean  to  scold 
us  loud  enough  to  wake  the  child,  remember,  I 
shall  call  upon  you— to  rock  the  cradle  ! 

Rav.  Yon  arch  hypocrite '.—don’t  think,  if  Ido 
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forgive  you, 'tis  on  your  own  account.  No;  ’tis 
because  yon  have  been  lucky  enough  to  meet  w'ith 
one  who  has  already  interceded  for  you.  So,  then, 
you  are  my  daughter,  after  all ;  and  now,  I  suppose, 
I  may  retain  your  miniature. 

Let'.  My  miniature! 

Rav.  Yes, — shall  I  confess  the  truth  ? — I  kissed 
away  its  lips  in  the  warmth  of  my  regard  for  you  ! 
L^t  me  atone  for  that  imprudence  by  pressing  the 
cheek  of  one  w'hom  I  can  never  injure.  (Kisses  her 
cheek,  then  turns  away.)  I’ve  lived  then,  to  kiss 
another  woman  !  (Crosses  to  r.)  So  much  for 
theorizing !  I  must  add  this  fact  to  the  last  leaf  of 
my  comments  upon  Seneca ! 

Fre.  And  nowT,  uncle,  I  presume  that  your  opinion 
of  the  sex - 


0 

Rav.  Is  just  the  same  as  ever,  sir.  I  hate  them 
quite  as  much — that  is,  the  bad  part  of  them, — the 
vain  and  false — the  mean  and  proud — the  subtle 
and  the  sly ; — but  not  the  young  and  beautiful— 
the  pure  and  sensible — the  innocent  and  excellent ! 
I’m  not  such  a  fool. 

Fre.  I  rejoice  to  hear  it. 

Rav.  This  is  the  mistake  which  all  the  world’s 
been  making.  Everybody  has  said  that  I  hated 
women,  when  I  hated  only  the  bad  pai-t  of  them. 
They  have  libelled  me  so  much  as  to  suppose  I  was 
insensible  to  goodness  and  to  beauty !  I  dare  say 
there  are  a  few  present  who  have  thought  so ; — if 
so,  I  hope  they’ll  do  me  justice,  and  know  for  the 
future,  what  is  the  time  meaning  of  the  term — A 
Woman-Hater. 


Disposition  of  Characters  at  the  fall  of  the  Curtain. 
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COMFOR  T  ABLE  S  E  R  V  I  0  E. 

A  FARCE,  IN  ONE  ACT. 

BY  THOMAS  HAYNES  B  A  Y  L  Y. 

First  ‘performed  at  the  Olympic  Theatre,  January  1st,  18o6. 


B  3i  a  m  a  t  i  s  3f  c  u.  s  a  n  a?.. 

Admiral  Sir  Smith  Brown . 

Masterton . 

Simon . 

Cork . 

Mons.  Tierbouchon  . 

Mrs.  Alldove  (relict  of  John  Alldove,  Esq.)  ...  . 

Mary . 

Mrs.  Jam  (Mrs.  Alldove’s  Housekeeper)  . 

Time  of  Representation.— -Forty-five  Minutes. 


[See  page  S. 


iVTr.  F.  Matthews. 
Mr.  Wyman. 

Mr.  Keeley. 

Mr.  Salter. 

Mr.  W.  Tilling-. 
Mrs.  Macnamara. 
Mrs.  Orger. 

Miss  Coward. 


COSTUME 


Admiral  Sir  Smith  Brown. — 1st  dress:  An  Admiral’s  morning  uniform.  Second  dress  for  the 

evening. 

Masterton. — Blue  coat,  dark  trousers. 

Simon. — 1st  dress:  A  footman’s  morning  striped  jacket  and  trousers.  2 address:  Pink  gingham 
gown,  shawl,  apron,  woman’s  shoes,  straw  bonnet.  3rd  dress:  A  woman’s  night-cap  and  bed-gown, 
both  very  much  frilled,  his  own  trousers  seen,  the  bed-gown  coming  some  way  below  his  knees. 

Cork. — Dressed  as  a  butler. 

Tikrbouchon.— Ditto,  but  in  the  French  style. 

Mrs.  Alldove. — Handsome  grey  silk  evening  dress,  black  velvet  hat,  white  ostrich  feathers. 

Mary. — Coloured  cotton  gown,  apron,  cap. 

Mrs.  Jam. — Old  fashioned  dark  silk  gown,  white  apron,  muslin  handkerchief,  spectacles,  grey  hair, 
high  old  fashioned  cap. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


Exits  and  Entrances.— R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right  Door;  L.  D. 
J.ejt  Door ;  B.  E.  Second  Entrance ;  U.  E.  Upper  Entrance  ;  M.  D.  Middle  Door;  L.  U.  E.  Left  Upper 
Entrance;  R.  U.  E.  Right  Upper  Entrance;  L.  S.  E.  Left  Second  Entrance;  P.  S.  Prompt  Side  ;  0.  P. 
Opposite  Prompt. 


Relative  Positions.— R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre;  L.  C.  Lejl  of 
Centre. 


R.  RC.  U.  LC.  L. 


J 


The  Reader  is  supposedto  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience, 


COMFORTABLE 


SERVICE. 


SCENE  I.— Apartment  in  MRS.  ALLDOVE’S 
house — an  open  window  with  balcony,  a  door  in 
fiat,  MRS.  ALLDOVE  and  SIR  SMITH  BROWN 
enter  from  door  o.  p.  Curtains  to  the  windows, 
not  drawn. 

Mrs.  A.  Wliy  will  you  talk  to  me  in  that  very  odd 
way,  Sir  Smith  ? 

Sir  S.  Odd,  my  dear  madam  !  I  see  nothing  odd 
in  a  hale  old  fellow  like  myself  addressing  a  buxom 
widow  in  the  language  of  love. 

Mrs.  A.  Love,  Admiral!  the  regard  due  to  the 
intimate  friend  of  my  poor  dear,  dead,  much 
lamented  J ohn - 

Sir  S.  Oh,  ma’am,  don’t  talk  like  that ;  I’ d 
rather  encounter  a  storm  at  sea  than  a  woman’s 
sighs. 

Mrs.  A.  As  his  friend  I  shall  always  regard  you, 
and  have  received  you  into  my  house  as  my  guest, 
as  he  did  in  old  times — poor  dear  fellow  ! 

Sir  S.  Well,  but,  Mrs.  Alldove,  this  is  no  answer 
to  the  unequivocal  proposal  which  I  have  pre¬ 
sumed — 

Mrs.  A.  Don’t,  don’t, — I  cannot  listen. 

Sir  S.  I  am  rejected,  then;  well,  madam,  I - 

Mrs.  A.  Do  not  be  so  hasty ;  my  affections  are 
burned  in  the  grave  of  my  John  ! 

Sir  S.  Very  proper;  but  still  a  time  may  come 
when  you  may  with  propriety  dig  ’em  up  again. 
Mrs.  A.  Oh,  Admiral,  what  an  expression. 

Sir  S.  Don’t  agitate  yourself — I  mean  the  affec¬ 
tions,  not  the  gentleman ;  call  up  the  affections 
and  bestow  them  on  me.  Come,  ma’am,  to  the 
point, — yes,  or  no. 

Mrs.  A.  Dear  me,  Admiral,  you  forget  you  are 
not  walking  the  quarter  deck;  we  widows  are 
not  accustomed  to  be  spoken  to  in  the  imperative 
mood. 

Sir.  S.  Ha!  ha!  Well,  my  dear  lady,  give  me 
one  smile  indicative  of  your  consent,  and  you  shall 
be  potential  for  ever  after: — I  am  not  like  your 
first  husband. 

Mrs.  A.  (Sighing.)  Your  lamented  predecessor. 
Sir.  S.  My  lamented  predecessor,  as  you  say ; — 
no,  he  was  a  good  easy  man,  who  sat  in  his  good 
easy  chair,  and  let  you  manage  the  ship,  fair 
weather  or  foul.  Now  you  niusn’t  expect  that 
with  me;  you  shall  be  flag  lieutenant,  but  hang 
me,  if  I  won’t  be  Lord  High  Admiral. 

Mrs.  A.  Dear  me,  Sir  Smith,  I  trust  my  manage¬ 
ment  was  unobjectionable ;  my  conduct - 

Sir  S.  Not  a  word  to  say  against  your  conduct; 
do  you  suppose  if  I  had,  I’d  have  made  you  signals 
of  matrimony?  no,  no;  the  wife  of  an  English 
sailor  should  be  like  Crcsar’s  wife,  above  suspicion  ; 
did  I  not  know  you  to  be  a  most  proper  behaved 


widow,  I’d  never  have  solicited  yon  to  become 
Lady  Smith  Brown. 

Mrs.  A.  You  are  very  particular  about  the  con¬ 
duct  of  women,  I  know;  but  not  jealous,  I  hope  ;  a 
jealous  husband  would  be  the  death  of  me. 

Sir  S.  Jealous  !  not  a  bit— that  is,  unless  I  had 
very  good  reason.  But  the  slightest  impropriety, 
the  least  want  of  decorum  in  a  wife’s  conduct., 
would  drive  me  frantic.  Nay,  my  dear  Mrs.  All¬ 
dove,  were  you  now  to  evince  any  want  of  proper 
circumspection,  I  should  weigh  anchor  and  be  off. 

Mrs.  A.  Pray  do  not  wait  for  sailing  orders,  Ad¬ 
miral. 

Sir  S.  Don’t  take  what  I  have  said  amiss  ;  you 
are,  I  know,  all  purity  ;  think  of  what  I’ve  said, 
and  give  me  your  hand  in  token  of  goodfellowship  : 
that’s  right;  I  have  secured  an  opera  box. for  this 
evening,  and  you  will  do  me  the  favour  of  accom¬ 
panying  me.  (Crosses  to  L.  h.) 

Mrs.  A.  Then  I  shall  expect  you  to  dinner,  Ad¬ 
miral  ;  you  are  going  to  your  club,  I  suppose  ? 

Sir  S.  Yes,  I  shall  dawdle  away  the  morning  at 
the  United  Service ;  what  can  a  bachelor  do  ? 
Though  you  so  kindly  receive  me  into  your  house, 
I  cannot  intrude  of  a  morning ;  so  I  go  there  to 
read  the  newspapers,  and  talk  to  old  messmates. 
But  I  say,  widow,  Hymen’s  Temple  is  the  best 
United  Service  Club  after  all. 

[Eait  l.  h. 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  I  suppose,  after  all,  I  must  accept 
him.  Dear  me,  had  I  foreseen  such  an  event,  I 
should  never  have  invited  him  to  stay  in  my  house. 
I  thought  nothing  of  these  tete-d-tetes  with  the 
friend  of  my  late  husband ;  but  now  they  will  be¬ 
come  so  embarrassing  that — a — in  fact,  the  sooner 
we  fire  married  the  better. — ( Rings  the  bell.) — It’s 
very  awkward  having  no  lady’s  maid. 

Enter  POOTMAN,  L.  H. 

Oh,  send  the  butler  to  me. 

[Erifc  Footman,  b.  h. 
I  have  been  without  a  maid  for  this  fortnight,  and 
it  is  most  extraordinary  that  he  has  not  succeeded 
in  getting  one. 

Enter  TIERBOUCHON,  l.  h. 

Oh,  Tierbouchon,  you  are  there.— Have  you  heard 
of  a  good  lady’s  maid  yet  ? 

Tier.  Ah !  non,  madame !  cest  nn  affair  tres  dis¬ 
agreeable-tout  ou  faut  mal  a-propos. 

Mrs.  A.  But  is  it  possible  that  you  have  made 
inquiries  ? 

Tier.  Oui,  madame,  oui ;  I  ask  all  people— tout 
la  monde.  But  no  femme  de  chambre  come,  pas 
detout! 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  I  have  written  to  a  friend,  who,  I 
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think  will  most  probably  recommend  one  to-day ; 
when  she  arrives,  I  shall  wish  to  see  her. 

[Exit  L.  e. 

Tier.  Oh,  certainment !  oui — but  I  will  parlez 
doucement  in  de  little  whisper  first ;  and  if  she  be 
not  the  body  vat  vill  help  me  for  to  put  de  l'argent 
into  ma  poche — she  no  come  here. 

[Erit  l.  h. 


SCENE  II. — An  apartment  in  Masterton’s  House — a 

window  opening  to  balcony,  similar  to  that  in 

Soono  1 

Enter  CORK  axxd  MARY. 

Mary.  Well,  Mr.  Cork,  you’ll  find  nothing  with 
mo ;  and  all  I  can  say  is,  its  exceeding  disagreeable 
and  ill-convenient  to  have  one’s  boxes  rummaged ; 
I  can’t  abide  it ;  and  so  humiliating  like  to  be  sus¬ 
pected  of  robbing  the  plate-chest. 

Cork.  Well,  but  Mary - 

Mary.  Not  that  anybody  would  find  anything  in 
my  boxes — there  they  are  in  that  room — but  my 
own  peculiar  personals — very  genteel  silk  gowns, 
certainly ;  but  all  given  me  by  late  missises— I  say, 
Mr.  Cork,  all  this  is  mighty  ill  convenient. 

Cork.  That  may  be,  but  my  master  mustn’t  lose 
his  plate,  six  dozen  spoons,  big  and  little  ;  several 
gravies,  and  a  great  many  teas. 

Mary.  Well  I  knows  nothing  about  ’em,  and  as 
yon  had  the  care  of  ’em,  it  seems  to  me  you  ought 
to  be  ’sponsible. 

Cork.  And  so  I  am  ;  and  that’s  the  reason  I  take 
so  much  pains  to  find  out  the  thief,  and  luckily  I 
think  I  have  him  in  my  eye. 

Mary.  In  your  eye  ? — aye— a  pupil  of  your  own, 
mayhap. 

Cork.  Why,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  might  have 
taught  him  a  great  deal,  if  he  had  been  honest. 

Mary.  And  pray  who  do  you  suspect  ? 

Cork.  Never  you  mind — ’tan’t  a  petticoat ;  I  tell 
you  so  much  for  your  comfort ;  I’m  sorry  for  the 
fellow,  but  justice  must  take  its  course  :  he  hasn’t 
lived  here  long. 

Mary.  You  don’t  mean  Simon  ? 

Cork.  Umph  !  p’raps  I  do— and  p’raps  I  don’t. 

Mary.  You  do,  I  see  you  do— and  he’s  as  innocent 
as  me ! 

Cork.  Time  will  show — as  to  the  robbery  I  can 
truly  say  I  am  deeply  concerned. 

Mary.  In  it ;  or  at  it,  may  a  body  ask  ? 

Cork.  I’ll  thank  you  not  to  be  so  insinuating. 

Mary,  Then  don’t  go  for  to  say  that  Simon  did  it. 
Simon’s  a  gentleman’s  gentleman,  and  might  have 
had  a  butler’s  situation  long  ago,  only  he  chose  to 
wear  a  livery  for  the  sake  of  living  in  the  same 
service  with— with  a  female  that  he  doated  upon. 

Cork.  And  that  was  yourself,  I  suppose  ? 

Mary.  That’s  no  affair  of  yours  ;  but  let  me  ad¬ 
vise  you  not  to  bear  false  witness  against  Simon— 
if  yon  do - 

Cork.  Hush  !  here’s  my  master. 

Mary.  And  if  there  is,  I’ll  not  hush  ;  I’ll  speak 
out ;  but  I  know  yon’ll  not  dare  to  go  on  with  it, 
and  don’t  think  that  I  care  for  your  threats,  not 
I;  here’s  my  character— my  character  from  my 
last  place— upper  housemaid  —  best  character 
possible,  and  I  always  wears  it  on  my  person.  It’s 
the  character  I  came  here  with,  and  the  character 
I’ll  go  away  with.  Mary  Maunders,  sober,  honest, 
tidy,  and  civil  spoken ;  here  it  is,  always  has  it 
about  with  mo. 


Enter  MASTERTON,  L.  h. 

Mas.  What  is  all  this  disturbance  about  ?  Cork, 
have  you  discovered  the  thief  ?  this  is  not  the  first 
time  I  have  been  robbed,  and  I  am  determined  to 
make  an  example  of  the  offender.  The  chest  wa» 
in  your  care,  and  I  look  to  you  for  redress. 

Mary.  ( Aside  to  Cork.)  In  course — just  what  I. 
said. 

Cork.  (Aside.)  Hold  your  tongue.  (Aloud.)  I 
must  request,  then,  that  all  the  servants  boxes 
may  be  searched ;  mine,  of  course,  amongst  the 
rest. 

Mary.  In  course,  yours  among  the  rest ;  but  it 
isn’t  likely  yon’d  leave  a  silver  thimble  there,  after 
this  here  rumpush. 

Cork.  I  can  guess  where  the  stolen  goods  will  be 
found. 

Mas.  Indeed  f  where,  pray  ? 

Mary.  Now,  don’t  ye  listen,  master,  don’t. 

Mas.  Hold  your  tongue,  my  good  girl.  ( Crosses 
to  centre ) — we  don’t  suspect  you;  Cork,  name  the 
person. 

Cork.  Send  for  Simon’s  boxes  in  this  minute,  and 
for  Simon  himself,  if  you  wouldn’t  give  him  time 
to  make  off — let  me  go  arid  fetch  him. 

Mas.  By  all  means — [Exit  Cork,  l.  h.  j — and  do 
you  stay  here.  I’ll  not  suffer  you  to  go  and  give 
Simon  notice  of  his  danger. 

Mary.  Sir,  Simon  is  injured  innocence ;  of  that 
I’m  certified ;  and  as  for  myself — I’ve  given  myself 
warning,  and  won’t  stay  in  such  a  suspicious  place. 
You  may  turn  my  boxes  inside  out,  and  then  I’ll 
turn  ’em  outside  in,  and  go. 

Mas.  Why,  nobody  suspects  you;  besides,  your 
wages  were  to  be  raised,  and  you  were  to  be  my 
sister’s  own  maid,  instead  of  upper  housemaid. 

Mary.  I  won’t  be  riz — not  neither  my  wages  nor 
myself — I  won’t  be  riz,  nohow. 

Mas.  But  it  was  arranged;  and  what  is  my 
sister  to  do  without  a  maid  ? 

Mary.  Can’t  possibly  say,  six-— but  can’t  possibly 
stay,  sir;  I’ve  axx  undeniable  character  from  my 
last  place,  and  here  it  is — lioxiest,  tidy,  and  civil 
spoken — so  none  of  your  nonsense,  rummaging 
oxxe’s  boxes.  I’ll  go  and  offer  to  the  widow  lady 
next  door. 

Mas.  Civil  spoken,  hey!  well,  do  as  yon  please  ; 
hex-e  comes  the  culprit. 

Mary.  Culprit,  sir !  oh  laws !  what  language. 

Enter  SIMON,  l.  dressed  in  a  footman’s  morning 

linen  jacket,  and  grey  trousers.  CORK  and  other 

servants  carrying  his  box. 

Sim.  (Ashe  enters .)  Heyday!  what  are  ye  at? 
I’d  thank  yoxx  not  to  meddle  with  my  things,  you 
sir  ;  that  box  is  mine.  Ah,  master  hex-e  !  surely, 
sir,  yoxx  won’t  suffer  this  xxsage  ;  an  honest  man's 
boxes  bump’d  about  like  that  ! 

Mas.  Hold  your  tongue,  Simon  ;  all  this 
blxxstering  looks  bad ;  an  innocent  man  could  not 
fear  a  search. 

Sim.  Fear,  sir ;  I  feai*s  nothing,  sir ;  if  you 
gives  the  search-warrant,  well  and  good ;  1 
sixbmits,  as  in  duty  bound. 

Mary.  (Aside.)  Oh,  I  coxild  ci*y  my  eyes  out,  ox- 
scratch  oxxt  master’s. 

Sim.  May  a  poor  body  just  ask  what’s  missing  ? 

Cork.  Yoxx  know  well  enough — spoons  and  forks, 
fellow. 

Sim.  You  won’t  fork  nothing  out  of  my  box. 
Fellow,  indeed !  follow  sarvant,  if  yoxx  like. 
Spoons,  indeed !  look  in  yoxxr  own  box,  spooney. 
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Mas.  Give  up  your  keys  quietly. 

Sim.  There  (Cork  is  going  to  take  the  kegs.)  No, 
cot  for  you ;  I’ll  give  ’em  to  nobody  but  master. 

Mas.  (Takes  keys ,  and  gives  then t.  to  Cork.)  Now 
open  the  box. 

Mary.  Oh  that  ever  I  should  live  to  see  such 
'initiations ! 

Sim.  Don’t  cry,  Mary — see  how  I’ll  bear  it. 

(Cork  opens  box,  takes  out  a  spoon  and  a 
fork.) 

Cork.  J ust  as  I  thought ;  see,  sir — no  doubt  he 
has  melted  down  the  rest. 

Sim.  What !  why  the  devil  himself  must  have 
been  to  my  box  ;  I  wish  he  had  smash’d  in  his  tail 
as  he  popped  down  the  lid.  Dou’t  believe  it,  Mary, 
I’m  shot  if  I  did  it. 

Mary.  (Falls  on  her  knees,  crying)  I’m  sure  he 
never  done  it.  ’Twas  somebody  as  bore  him  a 
grudge. 

Mas.  That  remains  to  be  proved.  Go  instantly 
for  a  constable,  and,  to  guard  against  an  escape, 
we’ll  lock  him  up  in  this  room  till  he  arrives. 
Come,  all«of  you. 

Mary.  I'll  not  be  tored  away  from  him — here  I’ll 
stay. 

Mas.  Leave  the  girl  with  him,  if  he  chuses  to 
stay  ;  but  secure  the  door. 

[ Exeunt  all  but  Simon  and  Mary,  l.  h. 
Mary,  s till  on  the  ground,  sobbing. 
Simon  sits  on  his  box. 

Sim.  I’m  a  parsecuted  creature — a  worm  that 
they’ve  trodded  on ;  I  know  master  thinks  it’s  all 
along  of  my  fondness  for  hops  and  balls.  They’ll 
make  me  dance  at  a  rope’s  end  now. 

Mary.  Dou’t  make  use  of  them  words — don’t. 

Sim.  I’m  going  my  last  journey,  my  dear;  I’ve 
secured  the  box  seat,  at  all  events. 

Mary.  Is  there  nothing  to  be  done,  Simon?  I 
knows  you  didn’t  steal  them  spoons.  Ton  wasn’t 
bom  with  a  silver  spoon  in  your  mouth,  that’s 
plain. 

Sim.  But  it  seems  I  was  born  with  one  in  my 
box ;  for  hang  me  if  I  know  how  else  it  got  there. 

Mary.  And  pr’aps  they’ll  hang  you  all  the  same ! 
What  is  to  be  done  ?  Let  me  see !  this  window 
opens  on  the  balcony,  and  that  goes  straight  an 
end  all  along  the  next  house.  Get  out  at  once,  and 
then  you  can  walk  into  the  drawing-room  window 
next  door. 

Sim.  Not  a  bad  thought — Mrs.  Alldove’s  house, 
you  mean  ? 

Mary.  Yes,  a  rich  widow;  I’ve  thoughts  of 
offering  myself  to  her  as  lady’s  maid ;  here’s  my 
character. 

Sim.  (Takes  paper  from  her.)  Let  me  see — 
“  This  is  to  certify — Mary  Maunders,  sober, 
honest,  tidy,  and  civil  spoken.”  I  say,  Mary ! 

Mary.  What,  Simon  ? 

Sim.  Gad,  I’ve  a  great  mind - 

Mary.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sim.  Couldn’t  I  go  in  your  place,  Mary,  hey  ? 

Mary.  You!  What,  go  as  lady’s  maid  to  a 
widow ! 

Sim.  Why,  I’m  “  sober,  honest,  tidy,  and  civil 
spoken  ;”  besides,  anything’s  better  than  going  to 
prison. 

Mary.  That’s  true;  but,  law,  my  petticoats  won’t 
He  you. 

Sim .  No,  rather  seauty ;  but  I’ll  make  ’em  fit. 

Mary,  Well,  well,  wait  a  bit;  I’ll  go  and  fetch 
’em 

Sim,  Do,  there’s  a  dear;  make  haste  [Exit 


o 

Mary,  r.]  ;  they’ll  soon  bo  back,  and  if  not  I’m 
clear  off  first,  I  shall  get  cold  lodgings  for  t^e 
night. 

Enter  MARY,  with  gown,  shoes,  bonnet,  and  a 
bundle. 

Mary.  Here  they  be— here’s  my  best  bonnet,  and 
my  shoes,  and  my  gown,  and  my  apron — and  in 
that  bundle  all  what’s  proper. 

Sim.  Thank  you,  my  dear ;  shall  I  find  every¬ 
thing  right  ?  all  the  little  indispensables  ?  law 
what  shifts  I  am  put  to  ! 

Mary.  Now  go— your  best  chance  is,  that  there’s 
no  one  in  the  drawing-room  ; — if  so,  dress  there  as 
fast  as  yon  can,  and  then  steal  down  stairs— if  you 
meets  nobody,  open  the  hall-door,  and  get  clear 
off. 

Sim.  Ah,  but  if  I  do  meet  anybody - 

Mary.  Then  say  out  plump  that  you’re  come  to 
offer  as  lady’s-maid. 

Sim.  Plump  enough — well  ? 

Mary.  The  minute  they  sees  you,  they’ll  say  you 
don’t  suit,  and  then  you  will  be  shown  out. 

Sim.  I  beg  your  pardon — its  possible  the  widow 
may  like  my  appearance,  and  hire  me  to  attend  her 
— very  possible — what’s  to  be  done  then  ? 

Mary.  Why,  do  the  best  you  can;  there’s  no 
other  chance  of  escape ;  so  go,  be  off  at  once,  and 
take  care  of  my  character. 

Sim.  It’s  safe  with  me;  good-bye,  Mary — say  I 
jumpt  down  into  the  street.  One  kiss — good-bye. 

[ Exit  by  balcony. 

Mary.  And  now  what  shall  I  say  when  they  come ! 
I’ll  fasten  this  here  shawl  to  that  there  rail,  and 
vow  he  got  down  like  Mrs.  Clari  in  the  play. 
(Fastens  shawl  to  rail.)  I  hears  ’em  a  coming! 
they  shall  get  no  good  out  of  me;  I’ll  sit  on  poor 
Simon’s  private  box.  (Sits  and  pretends  to  cry 
bitterly.) 

Enter  MASTERTON,  CORK,  C  nstablc,  Servants. 

Mas.  How’s  this  !  not  here  !  search  that  room. 

[ Exit  Constable,  & c.  R.  h. — Mary  cries. 

Mas.  Don’t  make  that  noise. 

Mary.  Oh  !  oh  ! 

Enter  Constable,  &c. 

Cork.  He  has  escaped  ! 

Mas.  Escaped !  which  way. 

Mary,  Oh,  oh,  oh — dear  me  ! 

Cork.  Here  is  a  shawl — he  must  have  got  down 
from  the  balcony. 

Mary.  Oh  dear !  oh  dear ! 

Mas.  Speak,  girl,  where  is  he  ? 

Mary.  He  j—ju— jumpt  out  of  the  win-win- 
window. 

Mas.  Something  must  have  broke  his  fall ! 

Mary.  Broke  his  fall !  broke  his  b—b— bones  ! 
Oh !  I  saw  him  limp  away  round  that  there  left- 
hand  corner,  b— aw— bawling  out  for  help. 

Mas.  Then  he  cannot  be  far  off— follow  him. 

Mary.  Do,  hurry,  and  pray  get  his  bones  mended. 
Oh,  I’m  a  miserable  woman. 

[ Exeunt  Mastcrton,  &c.  p.  s.—Mary 
crying,  o.  p. 

SCENE  III.— Apartment  in  MRS.  ALLDOVE’S— 
doo  in  fiat,  and  window  with  turtains. 

Enter,  MRS.  ALLDOVE,  dressed  for  the  Opera. 

Mrs.  A.  How  disagreeable  it  is  dressing  with  the 
assistance  of  a  person  who  is  unused  to  wait  at  a 
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lady’s  toilette;  poor  Mrs.  Jam  teazes  me  sadly.  I 
have  been  so  -worried,  that  I  really  think  I  shall  be 
induced  to  take  the  first  that  offers,  without  being 
very  particular,  provided  her  character  is  respect¬ 
able. 

(Talces  chair  and  sits — door  in  fiat  opens 
a  little,  and  SIMON  pops  out  his  head, 
with  a  cap  and  pink  ribbons  —  door 
closes  again.) 

Mrs.  A.  Sir  Smith  has  had  his  afternoon  nap,  I 
suppose,  and  will  soon  join  me;  we  shall  see  little 
of  the  opera,  the  exquisite  Somnambula,  but  the 
ballet  is  a  new  one. 

( Boor  opens  again,  SIMON  appears  in 
female  attire .) 

Sim.  (Aside.)  I  wish  I  were  clear  off — I’ll  steal 
down  stairs,  and  get  into  the  street — I’ve  thrown 
my  boots  under  the  sofa. 

(He  creeps  across  the  room  to  door — 
Mrs.  Alldove,  just  as  he  is  going  out, 
turns  her  head,  and  says,  “Who’s 
there  ?” — The  stage  is  getting  dark — 
Simon  turns,  as  if  just  entering  the 
room,  and  curtseys.) 

Sim.  Only  me,  ma’am. 

Mrs.  A.  And  pray  who  are  you  ?  Oh,  I  suppose 
the  lady’s  maid  that  Mrs.  Jones  was  to  send  me 
from  Richmond. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  I  must  say  yes.  (Aloud.)  Yes, 
ma’am — Mrs.  Jones,  ma’am. 

Mrs.  A.  I  can  scarcely  see  you. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  That’s  fortunate. 

Mrs.  A.  And  you’ve  come  so  late  that  I  am 
dressed. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  Egad,  that’s  lucky,  too. 

Mrs.  A.  Your  name,  child. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  Child!  Hem!  (Aloud)  Si — hem — 
Mary  Maunders,  ma’am.  Here’s  my  character. 

Mrs.  A.  (Takes  it.)  I  will  examine  it  at  my 
leisure.  How  did  you  come  here  ? 

Sim.  I  walked,  ma'am — footed  it  all  the  way. 

Mrs.  A.  You  must  be  very  tired ;  and,  as  I  am 
going  to  the  Opera,  and  shall  probably  be  late,  I 
shall  not  require  your  services  to-night. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  More  good  luck. 

Mrs.  A.  You  may  retire  to  rest  as  early  as  you 
please.  My  plate-cliest,  where  I  keep  some  jewels 
of  value,  is  in  your  room.  It  is  a  little  room  open¬ 
ing  into  mine,  and  you  have  also  a  door  to  the  back 
staircase.  The  housekeeper  will  show  it  you.  I 
shall  not  rise  to  breakfast  to-morrow — you  must 
bring  me  my  coffee  at  eleven. 

[Exit  p.  s. 

Sim.  Bring  her  coffee  at  eleven  !  not  if  I  can  get 
clear  ont  of  the  house.  As  she’s  gone  that  way, 
I’ll  try  the  opposite  door.  (Goes  to  o.  r.)  Zounds, 
there’s  somebody  coming— what  will  become  of 
me  ? 

Enter  SIR  SMITH  BROWN,  with  a  chamber  candle¬ 
stick  in  his  hand,  from  0.  P. 

Sir  S.  I’m  afraid  I  indulged  in  my  nap  too  long  ; 
I’m  dressed,  however,  and  now  where’s  the  widow  P 
Not  here!  Oh,  young  woman,  can  you  tell  me 
where  Mrs.  Alldove  is  P 

Sim.  (Curtseying.)  No,  sir,  I  can’t  say. 

Sir  S.  I  don’t  know  your  face — the  new  lady’s 
maid,  I  suppose. 

Mrs.  A.  (Without.)  Admiral,  where  are  you  ?  the 
carriage  is  at  the  door. 

Sir  S.  Coming,  my  dear  lady,  coming.  Well, 


that  is  really  the  oddest  looking  lady’s  maid  I  ever 
saw. 

[Exit  p.  s. 

Sim.  Well,  I’m  glad  he’s  gone— I  was  rather 
afraid  of  the  old  Admirable — I’ll  make  off  this  mo¬ 
ment.  (Goes  to  door  o.  P.)  Somebody  else  coming — 
how  will  this  end  ? 

Enter  MRS.  JAM,  o.  p. 

Mrs.  J.  Oh,  this  is  the  young  woman  my  missis 
spoke  of,  I  suppose.  Why  you’re  not  so  young  as  I 
expected!  They  be  just  druve  off,  and  now  I’ll 
show  you  your  room. 

Sim.  Thank  ye,  ma’am — if  yon  please. 

Mrs.  J.  I  thought  you  must  have  taken  *  share 
of  mine  at  first. 

Sim.  Thank  you  kindly — hem  ! 

Mrs.  J.  But  we’ve  managed  to  get  your  little  bed 
ready.  Shall  I  come  and  tuck  you  up,  and  take 
away  the  light  P 

Sim.  Not  for  the  world,  I’m  very  careful — leave 
me  a  stinguisher.  (Aside.)  I  must  sleep  here,  that 
seems  settled,  but  hang  me  if  I’m  not  up  a*nd  off  at 
cock  crow. 

Mrs.  J.  This  way,  my  dear — this  way — take  care 
of  the  step. 

[Exeunt  o.  p. 

Enter  MONS.  TIERBOUCHON,  r.  s. 

Tier.  (Draws  curtain  of  window.)  They  be  partie 
— gone  to  de  Opera — see  Somnambula — Ah  well — I 
do  not  walk  in  my  sleep,  but  I  walk  when  oder 
people  sleep,  and  dat  better  for  my  occasions.  I 
must  parlez  vid  de  new  femme  de  chambre;  she 
sleep  in  de  little  chambre  vere  is  de  chest  vere  de 
l’argenterie  and  de  jewel  be  kept— tres  disagreeable ! 
Oh,  malapros.  Ah,  she  come — quite  one  Miss  John 
Bull !  No  matter,  I  love  de  fine  voman,  and  de  fine 
voman  ever  love  me. 

Enter  SIMON,  R.  h. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  Old  Mother  Jam  wanted  to  put  me 
to  bed,  but  I  wouldn’t  suffer  it;  she’s  off  to  her 
own  nightcap.  However,  I’ll  try  and  find  the 
street  door — oh,  another  interruption  ! 

Tier.  (Bowing.)  Ah!  charment!  bon  soir, 
mademoiselle. 

Sim.  (Aside.)  I  wonder  who  that  chap  is, — 
( curtseying .) — how  d’ye  do  ? 

Tier.  Vous  et  charment — tout  au  fait  —  vous 
parlez  Francais  ? 

Sim.  Don’t  comprehend  you  no  ways,  mounseer. 

Tier.  Avez  vous  voir,  madame  ? 

Sim.  Hey,  what  ? 

Tier.  Oh,  pardon, — vous  comprend  pas  ? 

Sim.  I  don’t  understand  you  ;  I  dare  say  it’s  im¬ 
pudence.  I  shall  go  and  complain  to  my  mistress. 

Tier.  Excnsez  moi — you  have  take  de  place,  den  P 

Sim.  To  be  sure— excellent  good  place;  thirty 
pounds  a  year,  my  tea  and  sugar,  and  my  washing, 
and  to  sleep  in  a  little  bed,  in  a  little  room,  next 
my  missis. 

Tier.  Oui  —  yes,  miss — madame  has  he  jewel 
superbe  magnifique !  costtousands  of  your  pounds ; 
she  keep  dem  in  de  strong  box  in  votre  petite 
chamber. 

Sim.  Where  does  she  keep  ’em  ? 

Tier.  In  your  little  room  ;  if  dey  vere  my  own,  my 
fortune  made,  and  mo  marry  you. 

Sim.  Thank  you  kindly. 

Tier.  But  de  lock— very  good  lock,  not  one  key 
fit  it. 
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Sim.  {Aside.)  Oil !  oh  !  I  smell  a  rat. 

Tier.  Sit  you  down — tout  le  monde  gone  sleep, 
hut  we  two ; — me  will  drink  your  good  health,  and 
you  drink  mine. 

[ErR,  and  returns  with  bottle  and 
glasses,  and  a  cake. 

Sim.  No  objection  to  that — (Aside.)  Upon  my 
life,  a  drop  of  comfort  is  just  what  I  want. 

( They  sit.) 

Tier.  (Fills  glasses.)  A  votre  sante,  ma’mselle. 

Sim.  Ditto  to  you,  whatever  you  mean.  (Drinks.) 
Mighty  pleasant  tipple — what  d’ye  call  it  ? 

Tier.  Ah,  oui — tres  bon,  it  is  good,  Cura^oa. 

Sim.  Cure  us  so — ’pon  my  life,  if  all  the  doctors 
would  cure  us  so,  physic  would  be  very  agreeable : 
another  glass. 

Tier.  (Helps  him.)  Prenez  garde — it  is  strong  ; 
voulez  vous  mange  quelque  chose,  oui  mange. 

( Offers  cake.) 

Sim.  Oh,  mangy’s  the  French  for  cake,  I  suppose 
—certainly,  I’ll  pick  a  bit.  I’ll  trouble  you  for  a 
drop  more  stuff. 

Tier.  (Aside.)  She  will  get  what  dey  call  tipsy — 
all  de  better,  she  sleep  sound,  and  no  hear  me  rum¬ 
mage  de  plate  box. 

Sim.  (Finishes  the  bottle.)  Well,  I  say,  old  chap, 
1  must  off  to  bed  ;  you  will  set  up  for  missis,  I  sup¬ 
pose  ;  well,  I  shall  be  asleep  before  she  comes 
home, — (aside.) — and  I’ll  be  off  before  anybody  is 
up  in  the  morning— what  a  row  there’ll  be  :  papers 
full  of  it — “  Mysterious  disappearance  of  a  lady’s 
maid.”  Good  night,  you  sir,  I  know  the  way. 

(Takes  candle  and  curtseys.) 

[Exit  0.  p. 

Tier.  Bon  soil*,  mademoiselle ;  glad  she  be  gone  ; 
she  sleep  sound  after  what  she  call  de  tipple  ;  my 
mistress  soon  come  back  and  de  Admiral.  I’ll  put 
away  de  liqueur — (Puts  away  bottle  and  glasses.)  and 
now  I’ll  unfasten  de  window,  dat  Mounseer  Cork 
may  get  in  by  and  bye,  when  all  de  famille  dorme 
tr&nquille.  (Unfastens  window.)  I  expect  monsieur, 
de  butler,  from  de  next  house,  to  help  me  pick  de 
lock  of  de  jewel  box.  (A  loud ,  knock  at  the  door.) 
Ah,  dere  is  madame,  I  must  go  open  de  door. 

[Exit,  R.  H. 

MARY  enters  from  window  cautiously. 

Mary.  All  is  quiet.  I  could  not  rest  without 
coming  to  see  if  I  could  get  a  peep  at  poor  Simon. 
How  my  heart  does  palpitipitate ;  when  all  the 
people  are  asleep  he’ll  surely  try  to  get  out  of  the 
house,  and  if  I’m  in  the  way  I  may  help  him.  Oh, 
dear !  people  coming,  I  must  wait  till  they’re  all 
gone  to  bed. 

[Exit  at  window. 

Enter  TIERBOUCHON  with  MRS.  ALLDOVE 
and  SIR  SMITH  BROWN. 

Mrs.  A.  I’m  very  tired;  light  the  chamber 
candles.  Are  ali  the  family  gone  to  bed  ? 

Tier.  Oui,  madame. 

[Exit,  p.  s. 

Sir  S.  Are  you  tired,  my  good  la  dy  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Yes,  Sir  Smith,  very;  I  must  wish  you 
good  night,  you  will  find  refreshments  in  my  little 
boudoir.  (Points  to  side  door.) 

Sir  S.  Thank  you,  I’ll  take  a  glass  of  w'ine  before 
I  go  to  bed.  Good  night;  to-morrow,  my  dear 
madam,  I  trust  that  our  intended  marriage  maybe 
announced  to  our  friends. 


Mrs.  A.  Hcigho!  good  night,  Admiral,  good 

night. 

[Takes  candle  and  exit  o.  y. 

Sir  S.  Well,  I  declare,  I’m  very  tired  too ;  I’ll 
just  go  and  put  on  my  slippers  and  dressing-gown, 
and  then  take  one  glass  of  the  widow’s  Madeira  in 
her  quiet  boudoir,  before  I  retire  for  the  night. 

[Exit  l.  h.  with  candle.  Stage  dark. 

Enter  TIERBOUCHON  softly,  k.  h. 

Tier.  Him  gone  to  him  nightcap — now*  den  all 
will  soon  be  quiet  as  one  little  mouse.  (A  lap  at  the 
window.)  Ah,  dere’s  de  signal ;  it  is  Monsieur  Cork 
what  tap. 

Enter  CORK  at  window. 

Cork.  You  see  I’m  punctual.  Is  the  house 
quiet  ? 

Tier.  Hush!  doucement— doucement. 

Cork.  Where  is  the  chest  ? 

Tier.  Don  la  chambre  de  mademoiselle — de  new 
femme  de  chambre  ;  she  is  gone  to  sleep  one  half 
hour  avant,  with  great  many  drops  too  much. 

Cork.  Come,  then  ;  I’ve  brought  all  the  requisite 
tools.  Hax-k ! 

Tier.  A  light !  hush— come  to  my  pantry — douce¬ 
ment — hush ! 

[Exeunt  cautiously,  p.  s. 

Enter  SIR  SMITH  in  dressing-gown  and  slippers 
with  candle,  o.  p. 

Sir  S.  Now  I  shall  enjoy  a  glass  of  Madeira  in 
comfort.  ’Ron  my  life,  the  widow’s  admitting  me 
to  her  boudoir  is  a  good  sign ;  no  other  man  ever 
shows  his  face  there.  She’s  a  very  particular  lady, 
and  I  like  her  the  better  for  it ;  I’m  very  particular, 
too  ;  and  now  for  it. 

[Enters  side  door,  and  closes  it. 

Enter  MARY,  cautiously,  at  window ?. 

Mary.  I’m  certain  sure  that  there’s  mischief  on 
foot ;  that  rogue  Cork  is  come  here  for  no  good  ; — 
pr’aps  he’s  come  to  look  for  Simon.  If  I  could  but 
find  his  room,  I  nrght  give  the  alarm.  Oh,  dear 
me !  Hark,  I  hear  somebody  in  there.  I’ll  go  into 
this  room. 

[Enters  side  door,  and  closes  it. 

SCENE  I V.— Small  ante-room  to  Mrs  Alldove’s 

boudoir.  Enter  SIR  SMITH,  with  a  pair  of 

Wellington  boots  in  his  hand. 

Sir  S.  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  a  pair  of  man’s 
boots  under  the  widow’s  sofa — in  her  own  very 
private  and  particular  boudoir !  What  can  it 
mean?  No  good,  that’s  certain.  Oh,  these  women 
—and  above  all,  these  widows;  I’m  glad  I’m  not 
married  yet,  at  all  events. 

Mary.  ( Peeping  into  the  room,  r.  h.)  A  gentle¬ 
man  !  I’ve  a  great  mind  to  tell  him  all.  I’ll  go  and 
unburden  my  mind.  (Throwing  herself  on  her  knees 
before  Sir  Smith.)  Oh,  sir!  sir,  sir!  Listen  to  a 
demented  youug  woman. 

Sir  S.  Why,  what  on  earth  do  you  w*ant? 

Mary.  Oh,  sir,  there’s  robbery  certain — and 
murder,  perhaps;  and  I  want  to  prevaricate  it  all, 
if  I  can  ;  for  the  young  man  what  keeps  me  company 
is  in  the  middle  of  the  mischief.  Oh  dear,  oh 
dear. 

Sir  S.  Don’t  make  a  noise — now  get  up,  and  tell 
me  quietly  who  you  are  ? 

Mary.  Oh,  sir,  I  was  an  upper 'onsemaid,  but  I’m 
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going  to  better  myself  ;  I’m  to  be  lady’s  maid  now 
— what  the  French  people  call  a  feramy  de  sham. 

Sir  S.  You  are  the  new  maid,  then  ? 

Mary.  What  new  maid  ? 

Sir  S.  Mrs.  Alldove’s ; — yet,  no ;  now  I  look 
again,  you  are  much  better  looking ;  she  seemed  to 
me  to  be  a  very  masculine  looking  person. 

Mary.  You’ve  seen  her,  then — him,  I  means — him 
as  took  the  situation  to-day. 

Sir  S.  What  are  you  talking  about  ? 

Mary.  Hush — I  think  I  had  better  trust  you,  but 
you  won’t  go  for  to  expose  him. 

Sir  S.  My  good  girl,  what  can  you  mean  ? 

Mary.  It’s  very  mystiiical. 

Sir  S.  What  ? 

Mary.  Mrs.  Alldove’s  new  femmy  de  sham - 

Sir  S.  Well. 

Mary.  It’s  all  sham  ;  the  lady’s  maid,  I  mean. 

Sir  S.  What  of  her  ? 

Mary.  Her’s  him — the  lady’s  maid’s  a  man. 

SirS.  What! 

Mary.  It’s  true,  sir  ;  a  very  nice  young  man,  sir ; 
Simon  by  name,  and  them’s  his  boots  ! 

SirS.  (Drops  loots.)  His  boots  ! 

Mary.  (Snatches  and  kisses  them.)  I  knows  ’em 
by  the  patches.  Bless  his  old  boots,  how  I  loves 
him.  I’m  in  a  very  hysterical  situation,  like  a 
woman  as  finds  out  mischief  in  a  stage  play. 

Sir  S.  The  boots  must  have  an  owner ;  so  much 
for  my  interesting  widow,  my  wife  that  was  to  be. 
Lucky  I  hadn’t  taken  her  in  tow,  with  a  young 
man  in  the  house  sailing  under  false  colours.  The 
hair  of  my  wig  stands  on  end. 

Mary.  Oh,  sir,  I  hear  people  moving  about  the 
house. 

Sir  S.  Not  a  doubt  of  it.  Come  with  me  at  once 
to  Mrs.  Alldove,  and  tell  me  every  particular,  that 
I  may  be  master  of  the  subject.  Mind  you  stick  to 
truth. 

Mary.  Stick  at  truth,  sir.  Oh,  I’ll  stick  at 
nothing,  to  save  my  deal1  Simon. 

Enter  MRS.  ALLDOVE. 

Mrs.  A.  I’m  certain  I  hear  voices  about  the 
house !  What  I  can  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  Oh, 
Admiral,  Admiral,  are  you  not  ashamed  of  your¬ 
self?  It’s  a  mercy  I  detected  you  before  you  led 
me  to  the  altar. 

Sir  S.  Don’t  try  to  criminate  me,  ma’am. 

Mary.  And  I’m  not  to  be  criminied. 

Mrs.  A.  Not  another  word,  Admiral,  I’m  ashamed 
of  you . 

Sir  S.  If  you’re  not  ashamed  of  yourself,  you’re 
the  most  brazen  widow  I  ever  heard  of — you’re 
detected. 

Mrs.  A.  How  do  you  mean— detected  ?  you  are 
detected  with  one  of  the  maids. 

Sir  S.  You  are  detected  with  one  of  the  maids — 
your  lady’s  maid,  forsooth. 

Mary.  Your  femmy  de  sham. 

Mrs  A.  What  of  her  ? 

Sir  S.  Her,  ma’am ;  him— the  femme  de  chambre’s 
a  man ! 

Mrs.  A.  A  man! 

Sir  8.  Oh,  madam !  madam  ! 

Mrs.  A.  Was  ever  a  lady  in  such  a  dilemma ;  oh  ! 
Sir  Smith,  I  know  nothing  about  it.  If  it  be  so, 
let  us  turn  him  out.  But  is  it  not  an  invention  to 
screen  your  detected  interview  with  the  young 
woman  ? 

Sir  S.  She  comes  to  seek  her  lover, 

Mary.  Yes,  it’s  true. 


Mrs.  A.  You  both  avow  it.  To  seek  you  ! 

Mary.  Him!  no,  a  nice  young  man ;  but  there’s 
murder  doing  p’raps,  so  come  along. 

Sir  S.  Come — I  will  know  the  truth. 

\_Excunt,  it.  H. 

SCENE  V. — A  bedchamber ;  a  little  bed,  with  white 
curtains  closely  drawn ;  a  plate  chest  at  the  back ; 
stage  darkened.  Curtains  of  bed  open  sufficiently 
for  SIMON  to  put  out  his  head  in  a  very  much 
frilled  woman’s  night-cap. 

Simon.  I  don’t  hear  any  noise  ;  if  they  mean  to 
come  and  rob  the  plate  chest  to-night,  I  wish  they’d 
make  haste;  I  begin  to  get  sleepy.  This  bed’s 
deuced  short  for  a  man  of  my  size.  Mother  Jam 
has  lent  me  her  best  night-clothes,  and  I’ve  put 
’em  on  over  my  own  dress,  so  I  shan’t  catch  cold, 
whatever  happens ;  hark  !  what  was  that  ?  (Jumps 
out  of  bed ;  he  has  on  a  frilled  white  bed-gown,  which 
reaches  down  to  his  heels.)  By  jingo,  here  they  are  ; 
if  I  get  into  bed  again,  I  shan’t  have  my  lists  at 
liberty.  What  shall  I  do  ?  Oh,  I  know,  I’ll  pretend 
to  be  walking  in  my  sleep.  I’ll  give  ’em  a  touch  of 
La  Som-nam-numbelly,  or  some  such  name ;  the 
sleep-walking  lady ;  now  for  it. 

TIERBOUCHON  and  CORK  enter  with  a  dark 
lanthorn. 

Cork.  She  has  put  out  her  candle — all’s  right. 
Tier.  Oh,  mon  Dieu !  dere  she  is.  Regardez. 

Cork.  Hush!  she  doesn’t  seem  to  see  us !  why, 

I  do  believe,  she  is  walking  in  her  sleep  ! 

Tier.  Oh  oui,  voila  !  La  Somnambula  ! 

(Simon  walks  about  imitating  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  representatives  of  La 
Somnambula ;  they  follow  him:  at 
last  he  goes  and  sits  upon  the  plate 
chest.) 

Tier.  Ma  foi !  What  to  do  ?  she  sits  down  upon 
de  box. 

Cork.  I’ll  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  lead  her 
quietly  away ;  she’ll  never  wake. 

(He  goes  to  him,  and  Tierbouchon  ap¬ 
proaches  on  the  other  side.  Simon 
jumps  up,  knocks  down  Cork,  and  then 
turns  to  box  with  Tierbouchon,  in  a 
pugilistic  attitude.) 

Sim.  There’s  for  you  :  when  yon  put  that  in  the 
papers,  head  it  with  “Intrepid  conduct  of  a 
Lady’s  Maid.’’  (He  knocks  down  Tierbouchon.) 

Enter  SIR  SMITH,  MRS.  ALLDOVE,  MARY, 
and  SERVANTS,  who  secure  Cork  and  Tier¬ 
bouchon.  The  moment  they  appear,  Simon  runs, 
leaps  into  bed,  and  hides  under  the  clothes. 

Mrs.  A.  It  surely  is  a  man  ! 

Sim.  (Pops  out  his  hcaa.)  A  man  ;  yes,  to  be  sure, 
and  very  lucky  too;  good-bye  to  your  plate  and 
jewels  if  I’d  been  a  young  lady.  Ah,  Mary  !  (He 
jumps  out  of  bed  and  runs  to  her.) 

Mary.  Simon !  I  didn’t  know  ye  in  your  lon°- 
clothes. 

Sim.  No  wonder,  I  hardly  know  myself ;  they’re 
Mrs.  Jam’s  appurtenances.  Come  to  my  arms. 

Sir  S.  Oh,  Mrs.  Alldove;  fye,  madam. 

Sim.  Don’t  fye  that  lady,  sir  ;  she’s  no  missis  of 
mine  in  any  sense  of  the  word ;  I  came  here  in  dis¬ 
guise  to  avoid  going  to  prison,  and  lucky  for  youl 
did.  I  may  face  my  master  now  without  fear  ;  so, 
Mary,  the  sooner  you  and  T  leave  these  premises  the 
better. 


COMFORTABLE  SERVICE. 


Mary.  With  all  my  heart,  Simon ;  and  if  I’m  to 
be  riz,  you  shall  be  riz  too,  for  I  knows  master  will 
give  you  the  keys  of  the  cellar;  I  always  had  a 
wision  that  I’d  marry  a  butler. 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  Sir  Smith,  are  you  satisfied  ? 

Sir.  S.  Gad,  widow,  I  began  to  fear  my  heart 
was  swamped;  but  henceforth,  when  the  ship  is  in 
peril,  we’ll  take  to  the  life-boat  together.  (He 
takes  her  hand  and  salutes  her.) 


Sim.  That’s  all  right.  (Advancing.)  And  now, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  having  so  often  smiled  upon 
me  when  I  made  my  bow,  may  I  venture  to  hope 
that  I  shall  not  be  less  fortunate  to-night,  though 
for  the  first  time  I  make  my  curtsey. 
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2d.  extra. — The  works  of  James  Thomson,  com¬ 
plete,  with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  four  Illus¬ 
trations. 
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Young  Cavalier.  Authorof  “Tracked.” 
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My  Lady’s  Master.  By  C.  Stevens. 
Beatrice  Tvldesley.  By  W.  H.  Ainsworth 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


FOR  THE  LATEST  NEWS  AND  TELEGRAMS 

PURCHASE 

REYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER, 

Containing  the  Latest  Intelligence. 


T)  EYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER  goes  to 
XX  Press  at  the  very  last  minute,  in  order 
to  get  the  Latest  News. 

T)  EYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER  contains 
XX  all  the  News  of  the  Week,  both  Home 
and  Foreign  News. 

F)  EYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER  contains 
XX  the  Latest  News,  and  no  other  News¬ 
paper  can  possibly  contain  later  news. 

T)  EYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER  contains 
XL  Special  Reports  of  Law,  Police,  Sport3, 
Lectures,  Inquests,  Accidents,  &c.,  &c. 

THE  GREAT  NEWSPAPER  FOE  THE  WORKING  CLASSES. 

Eead  by  Millions. 

REYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER, 

Which  gives  the  very  latest  Home  and  Foreign  Intelligence. 

PRICE  ONE  PENNY,  WEEKLY. 

Printing  and  Publisliing  Offices,  313,  Strand,  London. 


THE  ILLUSTRATED 

CARPENTER  AND  BUILDER. 

A  Weekly  Journal  for  Architects,  Decorators,  Gas-fitters, 

Joiners,  Painters,  Plumbers,  and  all  Concerned  in  the  Construction  and 

Maintenance  of  the  House. 

Id.  Weekly;  6d.  Monthly;  Half-Yearly  Volumes,  4-s.  6d. 


“  It  is  full  of  information,  not  only  for  the  special  trades  for  which  it  is  particularly 
designed,  hut,  for  all  those  who  have  anything  to  do  with  the  British  workmen  or  house 
property.  Abounds  in  excellent  illustrations,  plans,  and  diagrams. — Sunday  Times, 
August  15th,  1880. 

“For  sound  practical  information  and  advice  on  all  matters  connected  with  the  building, 
furnishing,  and  decorating  trades,  this  weekly  periodical  is  now  universally  recognised  as  a 
first-rate  authority.  The  designs  are  admirably  adapted  to  illustrate  the  letterpress,  and 
thus  the  reader  obtains  a  practical  insight  to  what  otherwise  might  prove  an  inexplicable 
puzzle.  The  lists  it  furnishes  of  recent  inventions,  abstracts  of  specifications,  &c.,will 
likewise  prove  of  great  value  to  builders,  decorators,  &c. — Reynolds’s  Newspaper, 
August,  15th,  1880. 

Send  l|d.,  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

Volume  XI,  now  ready,  price  Four  Shillings  and  Sixpence ;  post-free,  Five  Shillings. 

London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 
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440.  The  Life  of  an  Actress 


489. 


White  Horse  of  the  Peppers 
The  Artist’s  Wife 
Black  Domino 
The  Village  Outcast. 

Ten  Thousand  a  Year 

Beulah  Spa 

Perils  of  Pippins 

The  Barrack  Room 

Richard  Plantagenet 

The  Red  Rover 

The  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

The  Assignation 

The  Groves  of  Blarney 

Ask  no  Questions 

Ireland  as  it  is 

Jonathan  in  England 

Inkle  and  Yarico 

The  Nervous  Man 

The  Message  from  the  Sea 

The  Black  Doctor 

King  O’Neil 

<  Forty  and  Fifty 

X  Tom  Noddy’s  Secret 

The  Irish  Attorney 

The  Camp 

St.  Patrick’s  Day 

The  Strange  Gentleman 

The  Village  Coquettes 

The  Life  of  a  Woman 

Nicholas  Nicklei  y 

fls  She  his  Wife  ? 

LThe  Lamplighter 
Fernande 

The  Scamps  of  London 
Jessie  Brown 
Oscar  the  Half  Blood 
Mary  Ducange 
Narcisse,  the  Vagrant 
Little  Gerty 
Obi 

Austerlitz 

My  Grandfather’s  Will 
The  Hidden  Treasure 
True  a9  Steel 
Self  Accusation 
The  Crown  Prince 
The  Yew-Tree  Ruins 
Charles  O’Malley 
f  Bandit 

fThe  Snow  Helped 
f  Jargonelle 
LA  Marriage  Noose 
fThe  Lost  Pocket-Book 
LTweuty  and  Forty 


490 

491. 

492. 

493. 

494. 

495. 

496. 

497. 

498. 

499. 

500. 

501. 

502. 

503. 

504. 

505. 

506. 

507. 

508. 

509. 

510. 

511. 

512. 

513. 

514. 

515. 

516. 

517. 

518. 

519. 

520. 

521. 

522. 

523. 

524. 

525. 

526. 

527. 

528. 

529. 


f  All’s  Fair  in  Love 

LA  Woman  will  be  a  Woman 

fThe  Captain’s  Ghost 

LHat  Box 

f  No.  157  B 

LLovely 

fBow  Bell(e)s 

LMistaken 

f  Lock  smith 

^Portmanteau 

Ruth 

The  Maid  of  Mariendorpt 
The  Turf 
Harlequin  Hoax 
Sweeney  Todd 
My  Poll  &  my  Partner  Joe 
The  King’s  Wager 
The  Tower  of  London 
fMonsieur  Jacques 
LPlot  and  Counterplot 
The  Birthday 

The  Stone  J ug. 

Jacob  Faithful 
Jack  Ketch 
The  Bold  Dragoons 
Remorse 

Our  Old  House  at  Home 
The  Jersey  Girl 
Haroun  Alrascliid 
The  Beggar’s  Petition 
fMy  Own  Blue  Bell 
l  Grimalkin 
Paulina 

f  An  Affair  of  Honour 
Ll'he  Lancers 
St.  Patrick’s  Eve 
Mr.  Greenfinch 
The  Hall  Porter 
The  Prisoner  of  War 
f  Match  Making 
LThe  Dumb  Belle 
The  Lucky  Horse-shoe 
fMy  Wife’s  Denti-t 
LThe  Railroad  Station 
The  Schoolfellow 
fThe  Woman  Hater 
(  Comfortable  Service 
You  Can’t  Marry  your 
Grandmother 
Rochester 
The  Golden  Calf 


Each  Play  is  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 

To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  is  invaluable,  as  full  stage 
directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 

The  Editor  of  “  Dicks’  Standard  Prays  ”  will  be  much  obliged  for  the  assistance  of  the  Profession 
in  securing  Original  Printed  Editions  of  Old  Non-copyright  Dramas,  first  acted  prior  to  1843. 
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